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MANFRED, 
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DRAMATIC POEM 


” There are more things m heaven and earthy Horatio* 
Tlian are dreamt of in your philosophy ” 
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B 



[The fojlowlng extracts from Lord Byron’s letters to Mr Murray, are all 
we have to offer respecting the history of the composition of Manfred — 

S 

Venice, Feb 15 1817 ' “ I forget to mention to you, that a kmd of Poem 
m dialogue (in blank verse) or Drama, from w hich * the Incantation ’ is an 
extract, begui%last summer m Switzerland, is finished it is m three at ts, 
but of a very wild, metaphysical, and inexplicable kind Almost all the 
persons — but two or three — are Spirits of the earth and air, or the waters , 
"the scene is in the Alps , the hero a kind of magician, who is tormented 
species of remorse, the cause of which is left half unexplained. He 
wanders about invoking these Spirits, which appear to him, and are of no 
use , he at last goe* to the jery abode of the Evil Principle, in propna per- 
sona, , to evocate a ghost, which appears, and gives him an ambiguous-jjftjfcp, 
disagreeable answer , and, m the third act, he is found by his attendants 
dying in a tower where he had studied his art You may perceive, by this 
outline, that I have no great opinion of this piece of fantasy , but I have 
at least rendered it quite impossible for the stage, for which my intercourse 
with Drury Lane has given me the greatest contempt I have not even 
copied it off, and ffcel too lazy at present to attempt the whole , but when I 
have, I will send it you, and you may either throw it into the fire or not ” 
March 3 — “I sent you the other day, m two covers, the first act of 
c Manfred,’ a drama as mad as Nat Lee’s Bedlam tragedy, which was m 
twenty- five acts and some odd scenes mine is but m three acts ” 

March 9 — ce In remitting the third act of the sort of dramatic poem of 
which you will by this time have received the two first, I have little to 
observe, except that you must not publish it (if it ever is published) with- 
out giving me previous notice I have really and truly no notion whether 
it is good or bad , and as this was not the case with the principal of my 
for publications, I am, therefore, inclined to rank it verj humbly You 
will submit it to Mr Gifford, and to whomsoever you please besides The 
thing, you-wnl see at a glimpse, could never be attempted or thought of 
for the stage , *1 much doubt if for publication even It is too much m my 
old style , but I composed it actually with a horror of the stage, and with 
a view to render the thought of it impracticable, knowing the zeal of my 
friends that I should try that for which I have an invincible repugnance, 
viz a representation. I certainly am a devil of a mannerist, and must 
leave off, but what could I do * Without exertion of some kind, I should 
hav e sunk under my imagination and reality ” 

March 25 — “ With regard to the * Witch Drama,’ I repeat, that I have 
not an idea if it is good or bad If bad, it must, on no account, be risked 
m publication , if good, it is at your service I value it at three hundred 
guineas, or less, if you like if Perhaps, if published, the best way will be 
to add it to your winter volume, and not publish separately The price 
will show you I don’t pique myself upon it , so speak out You may put it 
into the fire, if you like, and Gifford don’t like.” 
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April 9 — fe As for ‘ Manfred,’ the two first acts are the best , the third 
so so , but I was blown with the first and second heats You may call it 
* a Poem,’ for it is no Drama, and I do not choose r o have it failed by so 
d — d a name, — * a Poem in dialogue,’ or — Pantomime if yd i will , any 
thing but a green room synonyme , and this is your motto — 

4 There are more things m heaver^and earth, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy ’ ” 

The Third Act was re-written before publication, as to the particulars 
of which, the reader is referied to a subsequent note X'o avoid over- 
loading the margin, we may give here the most important paragraphs of 
the two ablest critiques that immediately followed the appearance of 
Mantred — 

44 In Manfred, we recognise at once the gloom and potency of that soul 
which burned and blasted and fed upon itself, m Harold, and Conrad, and 
^JLar a — and which comes again in this piece, more m sonow than in 
anger*— more proud, perhaps, and more awful than eyer— but with the 
fiercer traits of its misanthropy subdued, as it were, and quenched m the 
gloom of a deeper despondency Manfred does not, like Coni ad and Lara, 
wreak the anguish of his burning heait m the dangeis and daring of 
desperate and predatory war — nor seek to drown bitter thoughts in the 
tumult of perpetual contention , nor yet, like Harold, o he sweep over 
the peopled scenes of the eaith with high disdain and aversion, and make 
his survey of the business, and pleasures, and studies of man an occasion 
for taunts and sarcasms, and the food of an unmeasurable spleen He is 
fixed by the genius of the poet m the majestic solitudes of the central 
Alps — where, from his youth up, he has lived an proud but calm seclusion 
from the ways of men, conversing only with the magnificent forms and 
aspects of nature by which he is surrounded, and witTi the Spirits of the 
Elements over whom he has acquired dominion, by the secret and unhal- 
lowed studies of sorcery and magic He is averse, indeed, from mankind, 
and scorns the low and frivolous nature to which he belongs, but he 
cherishes no animosity or hostility to that feeble race Their concef" & ex- 
cite no interest — their pursuits no sympathy — their joys np envy It is 
irksome and vexatious for him to be crossed by them m Jbis melancholy 
musing!.,— but he treats them with gentleness and pity, and, except when 
stung to impatience by too importunate an intrusion, is kind and considerate 
to the comforts of all around him —This piece is properly entitled a dra- 
matic poem — for it is merely poetical, and is not at all a drama or play m 
the modern acceptation of the term It has no action, no plot, and no 
characters , Manfred merely muses and suffers from the beginning to the 
end His distresses are the same at the opening of the scene and at its 
closing, and the temper m which they are borne is the same A hunter 
and a priest, and some domestics, are indeed introduced, but they have no 
connection with the passions or sufferings on which the interest depends , 
and Manfred is substantially alone throughout the whole piece He holds 
no communion but with the memory of the Being he had loved, and the 
immortal Spirits whom he evokes to reproach with his misery, and their 
mabilit) to relieve it These unearthly bemgs approach nearer to the cha. 
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ractcr of persons of the drama— but still they are but choral accompani- 
ments to tTe performance , and Manfred is, m reality, the only actor and 
sufferer on'^ie scene *To delineate his character indeed— to render con- 
ceivable his4eelings — is plainly the whole scope and design of the poem , 
and the conception and execution are, m this respect, equally admirable 
It is a grand and terrific vision of a being invested with superhuman 
attributes, m order that he may capable of more than human sufferings, 

and be sustained under them by more than human force and pride To 
object to the improbability of the fiction, is to mistake the end and aim of 
the author Prol^tbilities, we apprehend, did not enter at all into his 
consideration, his object was, to produce effect— to exalt and dilate the 
-character through whom he was to interest or appal us — and to raise our 
ception of it, by all the helps that could be derived from the majesty of 
nature, or the dre of superstition It is enough, therefore, if the situ 
ation in which he *^as pla<aed him is conceivable , and if the supposition of 
its reality enhances our emotions and kindles our imagination , — for 
Manfred only that we are required to fear, to pity, or admire If we can 
once conceive of him as a real existence, and enter into the depth and the 
height of hispnde and his sorrows, we may deal as we please with the 
means that have been used to furnish us with this impression, or to enable 
us to attain to this conception We may regard them but as types, or me- 
taphors, or allegoftes , hut he is the thing to be expressed, and the feeling 
and the intellect of which all these are but shadows ” — Jeffrey 

** In tins very extraordinary poem. Lord Byron has pursued the same 
course as in the third canto of Childe Harold, and put out his stiength 
upon the same objects The action is laid among the mountains of the 
Alps — the characters are all, more or less, formed and swayed by the 
operations of the magnificent scenery around them, and every page of the 
poem teems with imagery and passion, though, at the same time, the mind 
of the poet is often overborne, as it were, by the strength and novelty of 
its own conceptions , and thus the composition, as a whole, is liable to 
manjrand fatal objections But there is a still more novel exhibition of 
Lord Byron’s ^powers m this remarkable drama He has here burst into 
the world of s irits , and, m the wild delight with which the elements of 
nature seem to have inspired him, he has endeavoured to embody and call 
up before him their ministering agents, and to employ these wild personifi- 
cations, as he formerly employed the feelings and passions of man We 
are not prepared to say, that, m this daring attempt, he has completely suc- 
ceeded We%re inclined to think, that the plan he has conceived, and the 
principal character which he has wished to delineate, would require a fuller 
developement than is here given to them , and, accordingly, a sense of im- 
perfection, incompleteness, and confusion accompanies the mind through- 
out the perusal of the poem, owing either to some failuie on the part of 
the poet, or to tbe^nherent mystery of the subject But though, on that 
account, it is difficult to comprehend distinctly the drift of the composi 
tion, it unquestionably exhibits many noble delineations of mountain 
scenery, — many impressive and terrible pictures of passion, — and many 
wild and awful visions of imaginary horror ” — PkorEabOR Wilsox 2 
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ISJanfred. 

Chamois Hunter 
Abbot of St Maurice 
Manuel 
Herman 

Witch of the Alps 

Arimanes 

Nemesis 

The Destinies 

Spirits, &c. 


The Scene df the Drama is amongst the Higher Alps * — partly 
in the Castle of Manfred, and partly in the Mountains . 
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MANFRED 


ACT I 
SCENE I 

Manfred alone — Scene , a Gothic Gallery — Time, 
Midnight 

Man . The lamp must be 1 eplemsh’d, but even then 
It will not bum so long as I must watch 
My slumber^ — if I slumber — are not sleep, 

But a continuance of endunng thought, 

Which then I can resist not m my heait 
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close 
To look within , and yet I live, and bear 
The asp t and the foim of bieathmg men 
But grief should be the mstiuctor of the wise, 
Sorrow is knowledge they who know the most 
Must tfurn the deepest o’er the fatal truth, 

The Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life. 
Philosophy and science, and the springs 
Of wondei, and the wisdom of the world, 

I have essay'd, and m my mmd there is 
A power to make these subject to itself — 

But they avail not . I have done en good, 
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MANFRED. 


.ACT I 


And I have met with good even among men — 

But this avail’d not I have had my foes, 

And none have baffled, any fallen befdre 
But this avail’d not — Good, o;r evil, life, 

Powers, passions, all I see m other beings. 

Have been to me as ram unto the sands, 

Since that all-nameless hour I have no dread, 

And feel the curse to have no natural fear, 

Nor fluttering throb, that beats with hop^s or wishes?- 
Or lurking love of something on t]ie earth — 
to y task — 

Mysterious Agency 

Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe * (*) 

Whom I have sought m darkness and m light — 

Ye, who do compass earth about, and dwell 
In subtler essence — ye, to whom the tops 
Of ountams inaccessible are haunts, ( 1 2 ) 

And earth’s and ocean’s caves familiar things — ■ 

I call upon ye by the written charm 

Which gives me power upon you Rise ! appear ! 

\_A pause, 

They come not yet — Now by the voice of him 
Who is the first a ong you — by this sigrv 
Which akes you tremble — by the claims of him 
Who is undying, — Rise T appear! Appear T 

pi pause 

If it be so — Spirits of earth and air, 

Ye shall not thus elude me by a powei, 

(1) [Original MS 

“ Eternal Agency ! 

Ye spirits of the 1 ortal Universe’ E ] 

(2) [MS.— “ Of inaccessible mountains arc the haunts ’* — E.] 



SCENE I 


MANFRED 


11 


Deepe^tnan all yet urged, a tyrant-spell, 

Which ijptd its birthplace m a star conde n’d, 

The burnmg*wreck of a demolish’d woild, 

A w dermg hell m the eternal space , 

By the strong curse whtch is upon my soul, 

The thought which is within me and around me, 

I do compel ye to y will — Appeal T 

[A star is seen at the darker end of the gallery it 
ts stationary , and a voice is heard singing. 

First Spirit. 

Mortal 1 to thy bidding bow’d, 

From y mansion m the cloud, 

Which the breath of twilight builds, 

And the summer’s sunset gilds 
With the azure and vermilion, 

Which is mix’d for my pavilion , ( ! ) 

Though thy quest may be forbidden, 

On a star-beam I have ridden , 

To thme adjuration bow’d, 

Mortal — be thy wish avow’d T 

Voice of the Second Spirit 
Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains , 
They crown’d him long ago 
On a # throne of rocks, m a robe of clouds, 
With a diadem of snow 
Around his waist are forests braced, 

The Avalanche m his hand ; 

But ere it fall, that thundering ball 
Must pause foi my command 

(1) [MS — “ Which is fit for my pavilion ” — ELJ 
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MANFRED. 


AC£ I 


The Glacier’s cold and i estless mass 
Moves onward day by day , 

But I am he who bids it pass, 

Or with its ice delay ( ] ) 

I am the spirit of the place, 

Could make the mountain bow 
And quiver to his cavern’ d base -a- 
And what with me wouldst Thou 9 

Voice of the Third Spirrt. 

In the blue depth of the waters, 
Where the wave hath no strife, 
Where the wind is a strangei, 

And the sea-snake hath life, 

Where the Mermaid is decking 
Her green han with shells , 

Like the stoim on the suiface 
Came the sound of thy spells, 

O’er my calm Hall of Coral 
The deep echo roll’d — 

To the Spirit of Ocean 
Thy wishes unfold T 

Fourth Spirit 

Where the slumbenng eaith quake 
Lies pillow’d on file, 

And the lakes of bitumen 
Rise boilmgly higher , 

Where the roots of the Andes 
Strike deep m the earth, 


(1) [MS — “ Or makes its ice delay ** — E ] 
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Althen summits to heaven 
iiioot soarmgly foi th , 

I have quitted my bnthplace, 

Thy bidding to bide — 

Thy spell hath subdued me, 

Th^ will be my guide T 

Fifth Spirit. 

I am th^ Ridei of the wind, 

The Sin rer & f the storm , 

The hurricane I left behind 
Is yet with lightning warm , 

To speed to thee, o’ei shoie and sea 
I swe^t upon the blast 
The fleet I met sail’d well, and yet 
’Twill sink ei e night be past 

Sixth Spirit 

My dwelling is the shadow of the night, 
Why doth thy magic tortuie me with light ? 

Seventh Spirit 
The ai which rules thy destiny 
Was ruled, ere earth began, by me 
It was a world as flesh and fan 
As e*er revolved round sun m air , 

Its course was fiee and regulai, 

Space bosom’d not a lovelier star 
The hou* arnved — and it became 
A wandering mass of shapeless flame, 

A pathless comet, and a cuise, 

The menace of the universe. 
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MANFRED 


ACT* I* 


Still lolling on with innate force, 

Without a sphere, without a course, 

A bright deformity on high, 

The monster of the upper sky * 

And thouf beneath lts^nfluence bom — 

Thou worm t whom I obey and scojm — - 
Forced by a power (which is not^mne, 

And lent thee but to make thee mme) 

For this brief moment to descend- 
Wheie these weak opnits leund thee bend 
And parley with a thing like thee — 

What wouldst thou, Child of Clay T with me ? 

The Seven Spirits 

Eaith, ocean, an, night, mountains, winds, thy star, 

Are at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay T 
Before thee at thy quest then spirits are — 

What wouldst thou with us, son of portals — say? 

Man Foigetfulness 

First Spirit Of what — of whom — and wjiy ? 

Man Of that which is within me , read jt there — 
Ye know it, and I cannot utter it [sess 

Spirit We can but give thee that which we pos- 
Ask of us subjects, sovereignty, the power 
O’er earth, the whole, 01 portion, 01 a sigh 
Which shall control the elements, wheieof 
W^ aie the dommators, each and all, 

These shall be thine 

Man Oblivion, self-oblivion — 

Can ye not wring from out the hidden realms 
Ye offei so profusely what I ask ? 
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Sp&zt It is not m our essence, m our skill ; 

But — ihou mayst die. 

Man z Will death bestow it on me ? 

Spirit We are immoital, and do not forget , 

We are eternal , and us the past 

Is, as the future, piesent Art thou answer’d ? 

Man Y<^ mock me — but the power which 
bi ought ye here 

Hath made you mine Slaves, scoff not at my will T 
The mind, the sprnt, the Pi omethean spark, 

The lightning of my being, is as bright, 

Pervading, and far dai ting as your own, 

And shall not yield to youis, though coop’d m clay T 
Answer, or I will teach you what I am 

Spirit We answei as we answer’d, oui xeply 
Is even m thine own words* 

Man Why say ye so ? 

Spirit If, thou say’st, tlnne essence be as ouis, 
We have replied m telling thee, the thing 
Mortals call death hath nought to do with us. 

Man . I then have call’d ye from youi realms m 
vain , 

Ye cannot* 01 ye will not, aid me 

Spirit Say , 

What we possess we offer , it is thine 
Bethink £te thou dismiss us, ask again — 

Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of 
days 

Man Accwrsed I what have I to do with days ? 
They are too long already — Hence — hegone T 
Spirit Yet pause being here, our will would do 
thee service , 
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ACT^ 


Bethink thee, is there then no othei gift 
Which we can make not worthless m thme ' yes ? 
Man No, none yet stay — one moment, ere we 
part — 

I would behold ye face to faee I heat 
Youi voices, sweet and melancholy souncj^, 

As music on the waters , and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear large stai , 

But nothing more Approach me as y^ are, 

Oi one, or all, m youi accustom'd for s 

Spirit We have no forms, beyond the elements 
Of which we are the mind and pnnciple 
But choose a form — m that we will appear 

Man I have no choice , there is no form on eaith 
Hideous or beautiful to me Let him, 

Who is most poweiful of ye, take such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting — Come ! 

Seventh Spirit ( Appearing in the shape of a beau- 
tiful female figure ) Behold * 

Man Oh God f if it be thus, and thou 
Art not a madness and a mockery, 

I yet might be most happy I will clasp thee, 

And we again will be [ The figure vanishes . 

My heart is crush'd ? 

[Manfred falls senseless. 

* 

(A Voice is heard in the Incantation which follows ) ( x ) 

When the moon is on the wave, 

And the glow-worm m the gi s, 


(1) [These verses were written m Switzerland, m 1816, and transmitted 
to England for publication, with the third canto of Childe Harold. “ As 
they were written,” says Mr Moore, “ immediately after the last fruitless 
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u\ nd tfie meteor on the grave, 

And the wisp on the morass,^) 

When the falling stars are shooting, 

And the answer’d owls are hooting, 

And the silent leaves are still 
In the shadow of the hill, 

Shall\\y soul be upon thine, 

With a power and with a sign. 

# 

Though* thy slumber may be deep, 

Yet thy spirit shall not sleep , 

There are shades which will not vanish, 
There are thoughts thou canst not banish , 
By a power to thee unknown, 

Thou canst never be alone , 

Thou ai t wrapt as with a shroud, 

Thou ait gather’d m a cloud, 

And foi ever shalt thou dwell 
In the spirit of this spell 


attempt at reconciliation, it is needless to say who was m the poet’s thoughts 
while he penned some of the opening stanzas ” — E ] 

(1) [ cc And the wisp on the morass ” — Hearing, m February, ISIS, of a 
menaced version of Manfred by some Italian, Lord Byron wrote to his 
friend Mr Hoppner — te If you have any means or communicating' with 
the man, wogld you permit me to convey to him the offer of any price he 
may obtain, or think to obtain, for his project, provided he will throw his 
translation into the fire, and promise not to undertake any other of that, 
or any other of my things •> I will send him his money immediately, on this 
condition ” A negotiation was accordingly set on foot, and the translator, 
on receiving two Jiundred francs, delivered up his manuscript, and en- 
gaged never to translate any other of the poet’s works Ot his qualifica- 
tio is for the task some notion may be formed from the fact, that he had 
turned the word <e wisp,” in this line, into “ a bundle of straw ” — K3 
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ACT I 


Though thou seest me not pass by, 

Thou shalt feel me with thine eye 
As a thing that, though unseen, 

Must be near thee, and hath been 
And when in that secrefodread 
Thou hast turn’d around thy head, 

Thou shalt marvel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot, 

And the power which thou dost feel 
Shall be what thou must congeal 

And a magic voice and verse 
Hath baptized thee with a curse , 

And a spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare , 

In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to i ejoice , 

And to thee shall Night deny 
All the quiet of her sky , 

And the day shall have a sun, 

Which shall make thee wish it done. 

From thy false tears I did distil 
An essence which hath strength to kill , 
From thy own heart I then did wring 
The black blood m its blackest sprmg% 
From thy own smile I snatch’d the snake. 
For there it coil’d as m a brake , 

Fiom thy own lip I drew the chapn 
Which gave all these their chiefest harm , 
In proving eveiy poison known, 

I found the strongest was thine own 
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*dy. thy cold breast and serpent smile, 

By thy unfathom'd gulfs of guile, 

By that most seeming virtuous eye, 

By thy shut soul's hypocusy , 

By the peifectio of thine ait 

Which pass’d foi human thine own heart , 

By tli^ delight m others’ pain, 

And by thy brotherhood of Cam, 

I call pon thee I and compel (i) 

Thyself to he thy proper Hell r 

And on thy head I pom the vial 
Which doth devote thee to this trial ; 

Hoi to slumber, noi to die, 

•> 

Shall be m thy destiny , 

Though thy death shall still seem near 
To thy wish, but as a fear, 

Lo * the spell now woiks around thee, 

And the clankless chain hath bound thee , 

O’ei thy heart and brain together 
Hath the woid been pass’d — now wither T 

SCENE II 

The Mountain of the Jungfrau . — Time , Morning . — 
, Manfred alone upon the Cliffs 

Man The spirits I have raised abandon e — 
The spells which I have studied baffle me — 

The remedy* I leck’d of tortured me, 

I lean no ore on super-human aid, 

It hath no power upon the past, and for 

(1) [MS. — “ I do adjure thee to this spell”— E. 3 

c 2 
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MANFRED 1 


ACT I „ 


The future, till the past be gulf’d m darkness, 

It is not of my search — My mother Earth T 
And thou fresh breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains, 
Why are ye beautiful ? I cannot love ye 
And thou, the blight eye of t^e universe, 

That openest over all, and unto all 

Ait a delight — thou shm’st not on my Keart. 

And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge 
I stand, and on the torrent’s brink beneath 
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrabs 
IrTHizzmess of distance , when a leap, 

A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bung 
My breast upon its 1 ocky bosom’s bed 
To rest for ever — wheiefore do I pause? 

I feel the impulse — yet I do not plunge, 

I see the peril — yet do not recede, 

And my brain reels — and yet my foot is firm : 
There is a power upon me which withholds, 

And makes it my fatality to live , 

If it be life to wear withm myself 
This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
My own soul’s sepulchre, foi I have ceased 
To justify my deeds unto myself — 

The last infirmity of evil Ay, 

Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister, 

[An ectgXe passes 

Whose happy flight is highest into heaven, 

Well may’st thou swoop so near me — I should be 
Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets , theu art gone 
Where the eye cannot follow thee , but thine 
Yet pierces downward, onv ard, 01 above, 

With a pervading vision. — Beautiful T 
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Hov^i beautiful is all tins visible woild f 

How glonous m its action and itself f 

But we, who name oui selves its sovereigns, we, 

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 
To sink or soar, with ur mix'd essence make 
A conflict of its elements, and bi eathe 
The bieatl^of degiadation and of pnde, 

Contending with low wants and lofty will, 

Till oui mortality predominates, 

And men e — lyhat they name not to themselves, 
And trust not to each other Haik T the note, ^ 
{The Shepherd's pipe m the dista?ice zs heard 
The natuial music of the mountain reed — 

For heie the patriaichal days are not 
A pastoral fable — pipes in the libeial air, 

Mix’d with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd,^) 
My soul would drink those echoes — Oh, that I were 
The viewless spa it of a lovely sound, 

(1) [The germs of this, and of several other passages m Manfred, maj be 
found xn the Journal of his Swiss tour, which Lord Byron transmitted to 
hxs sister eg “ Sept 19 — Arrived at a lake m the \ ery bosom of the 
maintains, left our quadrupeds and ascended further, came to some 
snow in patches, upon which my foreheads perspuation fell like rain, 
making the same dents as m a sieve, the chill of the wind and the snow 
turned me giddy, but I scrambled on and upwards Hohhouse went to 
the highest pinnacle The whole of the mountains superb A shepherd 
on a steep and verv high cliff playing upon his pipe , very different from 
Arcadia. The music of the cows belh (for their wealth, like the patriarchs , 
is cattle) in file pastures, which reach to a height far above any mountains 
in Britain, and the shepherds shouting to us from crag to crag, and playing 
on their reeds where the steeps appealed almost inaccessible, with the 
surrounding scenery, leahsed all that I have ever heard or imagined of a 
pastoral existence — much more so than Greece or Asia Minor, for there 
we are a little tdb much of the sabie and musket order, and if there is a 
crook m one hand, you are sure to see a gun m the other but this was 
pure and unmixed — solitary, savage, and patmai ckal As we went, they 
played the * Ranz des Vaches * and other airs, by w ay of farewelL I have 
lately xepeopled my mind with nature ” — E 3 

c S 
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A living voice, a breathing harmony, 

A bodiless enjoyment — born and dying 
With the blest tone which made me * 0 

Enter from below a Chamois Hunter 
Chamois Hunter Eyen so 

This way the chamois leapt her nimbler feet 
Have baffled me , my gams to-day will scarce 
Repay my bieak-neck travail — What i$ here ? 
Who seems not of my trade, and yet hath reach’d 
A*height which none even of our mountaineers, 
Save our best hunters, may attain his garb 
Is goodly, his mien manly, and his air 
Proud as a free-born peasant’s, at this distance — 

I will approach him nearei 

Man (not perceiving the other ) To be thus — 
Grey-han’d with anguish, (^like these blasted pmes, 
Wiecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless, ( 1 2 * * ) 
A blighted trunk upon a cursed root. 

Which but supplies a feeling to decay — 

And to be thus, eternally but thus, 

Having been otherwise T Now furrow’d o’er 

(1) [[See the opening lines to the <c Prisoner of Chillon,” ante , VoL X 
P 227 Speaking of Marie Antoinette, te I vas struck, ’ says Madame 
Catnpan, “ with the astonishing change misfortune had wrought upon her 
features her whole head of hair had turned almost white^ during her 
transit from Varennes to Paris 5 The same thing occurred to the unfor- 
tunate Queen Mary “ With calm but undaunted fortitude,” says her 
historian, “ she laid her neck upon the block, and while one executioner 
held her hands, the other, at the second stroke, cut off her head, which, 
falling out of its attire, discovered her hair, already grojpn quite grey with 
cares and sorrows ** The hair of Mary s grandson, Charles I , turned,quite 
grey, m like manner, during his stay at Cansbrooke . — E.J 

(2) [“ Passed whole woods of withered pines , all withered, — trunks stripped 

and barkless, branches lifeless , done by a single winter their app ance 

reminded me of me and my family ” — Swiss Journal J 
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With’ wrinkles, plough’d by moments, not by years 
And hours — all toituied into ages — hours 
Which I orftlive * — Ye toppling crags of ice I 
Ye avalanches, whom a bieath draws down 
In mountainous o’erw&elming, come and crush me f 
I heai ye momently above, beneath, 

Clash witlra fiequent conflict , (*) but ye pass, 

And only fall on things that still would live , 

On the yoqpg flourishing foi est, or the hut 
And hamlefe of the harmless villager. 

C Hun . The mists begin to rise fiom up the valley. 
I'll warn him to descend, or he may chance 
To lose at once his way and life together 

Man The mists boil up around the glaciers , clouds 
Rise cuilmg fast beneath me, white and sulphury, 
Like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell,( 2 ) 
Whose eveiy vrave bieaks on a living shore, 

Heap’d with the damn’d like pebbles — I am giddy ( 2 ) 

C Hun I must approach him cautiously , if near, 
A sudden step will staitle him, and he 
Seems tottering alieady 

(1) [ cc Aseended the Wengen mountain, left the horses, took off my 
coat, and went to the summit On one side, our view comprised the 
Jungfrau, wi?h all her glaciers, then the Dent d’ Argent, shining like 
truth, then the Little Giant, and the Great Giant, and last, not least, the 
Wetterhorn The height of the Jungfrau is thirteen thousand feet above 
the sea, and eleven thousand above the valley Heard the avalanches 
falling e\ erf five minutes nearly ” — Swiss Jow nal ] 

(2) [MS — “ Like foam from the roused ocean of old Hell.” — E 3 

(3) [“ The clouds rose from the opposite v alley, curling up perpendicular 
precipices, like the foam of the ocean of hell during a spring tide — it was 
white and sulphiyry, and immeasurably deep in appearance T1 c side we 
ascended was not of so precipitous a nature, but, on arriving at the summit, 
we looked down upon the other side upon a boiling sea of cloud, dashing 
against the crags on which we stood — these crags on ore side quite per- 
pendicular In passing the masses of snow, I made a snowball and pelted 
Hobhouse with it ” — Swiss Journal ] 

c 4* 
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Man . Mountains have fallen, 

Leaving a gap m the clouds, and with the shock 
Rocking their Alpine biethren, filling tip 
The upe green valleys with destruction’s splinteis. 
Damming the rivers with a sadden dash, 

Which crush’d the wateis into mist, and made 
Their fountains find another channel — ^lus, 

Thus, m its old age, did Mount Rosenberg — 

Why stood I not beneath it ? 

C. Hun. Friend f £iave a care. 

Your next step may be fatal f — for the love 
Of him who made you, stand not on that blink ! 
Man (not hearing him ) Such would have been 
for me a fitting tomb , 

Mj bones had then been quiet m tlieir ciepth , 
They had not then been strewn upon the rocks 
Foi the wind’s pastime — as thus — thus they shall 
be — 

In this one plunge — Faiewell, ye opening heavens! 
Look not upon me thus 1 eproachfully — 

Ye were not meant foi me — Earth * take these atoms * 
[. As Manfred is in act to spring ffom the 
cliff, the Chamois Hunter seizes and 
retains him with a sudden grasp 
C, Hun Hold, madman t — though aweary of thy 
life, 

Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood — 
Away with me I will not quit my hold 

Man, I am most sick at heart — n^y, grasp me 
not — 

I am all feebleness — the mountains whirl [thou ? 
Spinning around e I grow blind What ait 
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C Hun 111 answer that anon — Away with 
me [me — 

The clouds % giow thicker theie — now lean on 

Place youi foot heie — heie, take this staff, and cling 
A moment to that shiyjb — now give me youi hand, 
And hold fast by my gn die — softly — well — 

The ChaletVill be gain’d within an hour — 

Come on, we’ll quickly find a surer footing, 

And something like a pathway, which the torrent 
Hath wash’d«nce winter — Come, ’tisbiavely done — 
You should have been a hunter — Follow me 

[ As they descend the rocks with difficulty , 
the scene closes 


ACT II 
SCENE I 

A Cottage amongst the Bernese Alps 

Mantred and the Chamois Hunter 

C Hun • No, no — yet pause — thou must not yet 
go forth 

Thy mind and body are alike unfit 

To tiust fcach other, foi some hours, at least. 

When thou art bettei, I will be thy guide — 

But whithei ? 

Man % It imports not I do know 
My route full well, and need no furthei guidance. 
C Hmi Thy garb and gait bespeak thee of high 
lineage — 
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One of the many chiefs, whose castled ciags 
Look o’er the lower valleys — which of these 
May call thee lord? I only know then poitals , 
My way of life leads me but larely down 
To bask by the huge healths of those old halls, 
Carousing with the vassals , but the paths, 

Which step from out our mountains to4heii doors, 

I know from childhood — which of these is thine? 
Man No matter ^ 

C Hun. Well, sn, pardon me^he question, 

And be of better cheer Come, taste my wine , 
*Tis of an ancient vintage , many a day 
’T has thawed my veins among our glaciers, now 
Let it do thus for thine — Come, pledge me fanly. 

Man Away, awayf theie’s blood upon the bran* 
Will it then nevei — never sink in the earth? 

C. Hun What dost thou mean ? thy senses wan- 
der fiom thee 

Man I say ’tis blood — my blood T the pure warm 
stream 

Winch lan m the veins of my fatheis, and m ours 
When we wei e m our youth, and had one heart, 
And loved each other as we should not love, 

And this was shed but still it rises up, 

Colouring the clouds, that shut me out from heaven, 
Wheie thou art not — and I shall never b& 

C Hun Man of strange woids, and some half- 
maddening sm, 

Which makes thee people vacancy, whate’er 
Thy diead and suffeiance be, there’s comfort yet— 
The aid of holy men, and heavenly patience 
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Man Patience and patience ? Hence — tliat word 
was made 

For biutes of burthen, not for birds of prey. 

Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine, — 

I am not of thine oiden 

C Hun Thanks to heaven T 

I would not ibe of thine for the free fame 
Of William Tell , but whatsoe’er thine ill, 

It must be hgine, and these wild starts are useless. 
Man Do &not bear it p — Look on me — I live 
C Hun . This is convulsion, and no healthful life* 
Man I tell thee, man 1 I have lived many years, 
Many long years, but they are nothing now 
To those which I must number ages — ages — 
Space and eternity — and consciousness, 

With the fieice thirst of death — and still unslaked T 
C Hun Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age 
Hath scarce been set , I am thine elder far. 

Mail Think’ st thou existence doth depend on 
time ? 

It doth , but actions are orn epochs mine 
Have made my days and nights impel ishable, 
Endless, amd all alike, as sands on the shore, 

1 Innumerable atoms , and one desert, 
fBarren and cold, on which the wild waves break, 
;But nothing rests, save carcasses and wrecks, 
Ttocks, and the salt-surf weeds of bitterness 

C Hun Alas* he’s mad — but yet I must not 
leave hi 

Man I would I were — for then the things I see 
Would be but a distemper’d dream. 
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C* Hun What Is it 

That thou dost see, or think thou look’st upon p 
Man Myself, and thee — a peasant of the Alps — 
Thy humble virtues, hospitable home, 

And spirit patient, pious, proud, and fiee , 

Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts , 
Thy days of health, and nights of sledjT, thy toils, 
By danger dignified, yet guiltless , hopes 
Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave*_ 

With cross and garland over its gieen^tuif, 

And thy giandchildren’s love for epitaph , 

This do I see — and then I look within — 

It matters not — my soul was scorch’d already I 
C. Hun. And would’st thou then exchange thy 
lot for mine ? 

Man No, friend * I would not wrong thee, nor 
exchange 

My lot with living being I can beai — 

Howevei wretchedly, ’tis still to beai — 

In life what others could not brook to dieam, 

But perish m then slumber. 

C Hun And with this — 

This cautious feeling for another's pam, * 

Canst thou be black with evil ? — say not so 
Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak’d revenge 
Upon his enemies ? 

Man. Oh 1 no, no, no * 

My injuries came down on those who loved me — 
On those whom I best loved I nevei* quell’d 
An enemy, save m my just defence — 

But my embrace was fatal 

C. Hun Heaven give thee rest ! 
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And penitence restore thee to thyself. 

My prayers shall be for thee. 

Man % I need them not, 

But can endure thy pity I depart — 

Tis time — farewell 1 — Here’s gold, and thanks for 
thee — 

No words — ib is thy due. — Follow me not — 

I know my path — the mountain peril’s past 
And once ag^jn, I charge thee, follow not * 

[Exit Manfred. 


SCENE II 

A lower Valley m the Alps — A Cataract Q) 
Enter Manfred. 

It is not noon — the sunbow’s rays ( 2 ) still arch 
jThe torrent wit(i the many hues of heaven, 
fAnd roil the sheeted silver’s waving column 
jO’er the crag’s headlong perpendicular, 
t And fling its lines of foaming light along, 

1 And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail. 

The Giant #teed, to be bestrode by Death, 


(1) [This scene is one of the most poetical and most sweetly written m 
the poem Thdre is a still and delicious witchery m the tranquillity and 
seclusion of the place, and the celestial beauty of the being who reveals 
herself in the midst of these visible enchantments — Jeffrey J 

(2) This lris^ is formed by the raj s of the sun ov er the lower part of the 
Alpme torrents it is exactly like a rainbow come down to pay a visit, and 
so close that jou may walk into it this effect lasts till noon — [“ Before 
ascending the mountain, went to the torrent , the sun upon it, forming a 
raznbow of the lower part of all colours, but principally purple and gold, 
the bow moving as j ou move I never saw any thing like this , it is only m 
the sunshine Swiss Journal 3 
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As told m the Apocalypse. ( ] ) No eyes 
But mine now drmk this sight of loveliness , 

I should be sole m this sweet solitude^ 

And with the Spirit of the place divide 
The homage of these wate — I will call her 

[Manfred takes some of the water into the palm 
of his hand \ and flings it into the^xvr^ muttering 
the adjuration After a pause> the Witch of 
the Alps rises beneath the arff of the sun- 
bow of the torrent 

Beautiful Spirit T with thy hair of light, 

»And dazzling eyes of glory,* in whose foim 
The chaims of earth’s least mortal daughters grow 
|To an unearthly stature, m an essence 
Of purer elements* while the hues of youth, — 
Carnation d like a sleeping infant’s cheek, 

Rock’d by the beating of hei mothei’s heart, 

Oi the rose tints, which summei ’s twilight leaves 
Upon the lofty glaciei’s vngm snow, 

The blush of earth embracing with her heaven, — 

Tinge thy celestial aspect, and make tame 

The beauties of the sunbow which bends o’er thee. ( 2 ) 


r (1) t cc Arrived at the foot of the Tungfrau , glaciers , torrents one of 
these torrents nine hundred feet m height of visible descent, heard an, 
avalanche fall, like thunder , glaciers enormous, storm came on — thunder, 
lightning, hail , all in perfection, and beautiful The torrent is m shape 
curving over the rock, like the tail of a white horse sti earning m the wind, 
such as it might be conceived would be that of the 1 pale horse ’ on which 
Death is mounted m the Apocalypse It is neither mist nor water, but 
a something between both , its immense height gives it a wave or curve, 
a spreading here or condensation there, wonderful jfnd indescribable.”— 
Swiss Journal ] 

(2) |"In all Lord Byron’s heroes we recognise, though with infinite 
modifications, the same great characteristics— a high and audacious con- 
ception of the power of the mind, — an intense sensibility of passion,— 
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Beautiful Spint* m thy calm cleai brow, 

Wherein is glass’d sei enity of soul. 

Which of itself shows immortality, 

I read that thou wilt pai don to a Son 
Of Eaith, whom the abstruser poweis permit 
At times to commune with them — if that he 
Avail him oxMus spells — to call thee thus, 

And gaze on thee a moment 

Witch Son of Eaith J 

I know thee,*nd the powers which give thee power , 
I know thee for a man of many thoughts, 

And deeds of good and ill, extreme m both, 

Fatal and fated m thy suffenngs 
I have expected this — whatwould’st thou with me ? 


an almost boundless capacity of tumultuous emotion, — a haunting admir- 
ation of the grandeur of disordered power,— -and, above all, a soul-felt, 
blood-felt delight in beautv Farisma is full of it to o\ erflowmg , it 
breathes fiom every page of the “Prisoner of Chillon , ” but it is m 
“ Manfred ” that it riots and revels among the streams, and waterfalls, 
and groves, and mountains, and heavens There is m the character of 
Manfred more of the self-might of Byron than in all his prev ious pro- 
ductions He has therein brought, with vt onderful power, metaphy- 
sical conceptions into forms, — and we know of no poem in which the 
aspect of external nature is throughout lighted up with an expression at 
once so beautiful*, solemn, and majestic It is the poem, next to “ Childe 
Harold,” which we should give to a foreigner to read, that he might know 
something of Byron Shakspeare has given to tho c e abstractions of human 
life and being, which are truth m the intellect, forms as full, clear, glow- 
ing, as the idealised forms of visible nature The very words of Ariel 
picture to us his beautiful being In “ Manfred ” we see glorious but 
immature manifestations of similar power The poet there creates, with 
delight, thoughts and feelings and fancies into visible forms, that he may 
cling and cleave to them, and clasp them m his passion The beautiful 
Witch of the Alps se*ms exhaled from the luminous spray of the cataract, 
— as if the poet’s eyes, unsated with the beauty of inanimate nature, gave 
spectral apparitions of loveliness to feed the pure passion of the poet’s soul 
•—Professor "Wilson ] 
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Man To look upon thybeauty — nothing further (i) 
The face of the earth hath madden’d me, and I 
Take refuge m her mysteries, and pieice 
To the abodes of those who govern her — 

But they can nothing aid me I have sought 
From them what they could not bestow, and now 
I search no further 

Witch What could be the quest 
Which is not m the power of the most^owerful, 
The rulers of the invisible ? 

Man A boon , 

But why should I repeat it? ’twere m vam 
Witch I know not that , let thy lips utter it 
Man , Well, though it torture me, ’tis but the same , 
My pang shall find a voice. From my youth upwards 
My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men, 

Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes , 

The thnst of their ambition was not r mme, 

The aim of their existence was not mine. 

My joys, my gnefs, my passions, and my powers, 
Made me a strangei , though I wore the form, 

I had no sympathy with breathing flesh, 

Nor midst the cieatuies of clay that girded me 
Was there but one who but of her anon 
I said with men, and with the thoughts of men, 

I held but slight communion , but instead, 

My joy was m the Wilderness, to breathe 


(1) [There is something exquisitely beautiful m gjl this passage , and 
both the apparition and the dialogue are so managed, that the sense of their 
improbability is swallowed up in that of their beauty, and, without actu 
ally believing that such spirits exist or communicate themselves, we feel 
fpr the moment as if we stood m their presence — Jeffrey 2 
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The difficult air of the iced mountain’s top, 

Wlieie the birds daie not build, nor insect’s wmgr 

Flit o’ei the hei bless giamte , or to plunge 

Into the tonent, and to 1 oil along 

On the swift whirl of th 3 new bi eakmg wave 

Of uvei -stream, or ocean, in then flow 

In these my early stiength exulted, 01 

To follow through the night the mo\ mg moon, 

The stais anil their development, 01 catch 
The dazzling figh tnmgs till my eyes giew dim. 

Or to look, list’nmg, on the scattei’d leaves, 

While Autumn winds were at their e\ ening song 
These weie my pastimes, and to be alone, 

For if the beings, of whom I was one, — 

Hating to be &o, — cioss’d me m my path, 

I felt myself degiaded hack to them, 

And was all clay again And then I drved, 

In my lone wandeimgs, to the ca\ es of death, 

Seal clung its cause in its effect, and diew r 
Fiom wither’d bones, and skulls, and heap’d up dust, 
Conclusions most forbidden Then I pass’d 
The nights of yeais m sciences untaught, 

Save m the*)ld time, and with time and toil, 

And terrible ordeal, and such penance 
As m itself hath power upon the an, 

And spirits # that do compass an and earth, 

Space, and the peopled infinite, I made 
Mine eyes familiar with Eternity, 

Such as, befoiemae, did the Magi, and 
He who fiom out then fountain dwellings raised 
Eros and Anteros, ( J ) at Gadaia, 

(1) The philosopher Jambhcus The story of tile raising of Eros and 
VOL XI 3> 
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As I do thee , — and with my knowledge grew 
The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy 
Of this most bright intelligence, until 
Witch Proceed 

Man Oh ! I but tins prolong’d my words. 

Boasting these idle attnbutes, because 
As I approach the coie of my heait’s grfef — 

But to my task I have not named to thee 
Pathei or mother, mistiess, friend, or bgmg, 

With whom I wore the chain of human? ties , 

If I had such, they seem’d not such to me — 

Yet there was one 

Witch Spaie not thyself — pioceed 

Man She was like me m lineaments — her eyes, 
Her hail, hei featuies, all, to the very tone 
Even of her voice, they said were like to mine , 

But soften d all, and temper’d into beauty , 

She had the same lone thoughts ancLwandei mgs, 
The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mmd 
To compiehend the universe nor these 


Anteros may lie found m his life by Eunapms It is well told. — [ c< It is 
reported of lnm,” says Eunapius, u that while he and hll scholars were 
bathing m the hot baths of Gadara in Syria, a dispute arising concerning 
the baths, he, smiling, ordered his disciples to ash the inhabitants by what 
names the two lesser springs, that were nearer and handsomer than the 
rest, were called. To which the inhabitants replied, tha? c the one was 
called Eros, and the other Anteros, but for what reason they knew not ’ 
Upon which Jamblicus, sitting by one of the springs, put his hand m the 
water, and muttering some few words to himself, called up a fair com- 
ple\.ioned boy, with gold coloured lochs dangling from his bach and breast, 
so that he looked hhe one that was washing and then, going to the othei 
spring, and doing as he had done before, called up another Cupid, with 
dirher and more dishevelled hair upon which both the Cupids clung 
about Jamblicus, but he presently sent them bach to their propei places 
After this, his friends submitted their belief to him in c\ ery thing E 3 
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Alone, but with them gentler powei s than mine, 
Pity, and smiles, and teais — which I had not , 

And ten dei dess — but that I had foi hei , 

Humility — and that I nevei had 

Hei faults were mme-*hei virtues weie hei own — 

I loved hei, and destroy’d her t 

Witch * With thy hand? 

Man Not with my hand, but heai t — w hich bt oke 
h^i heait — > 

It gazed on jnine, and withei ’d I have shed 
Blood, but not heis — and yet her blood was shed — 
I saw — and could not stanch it 

Witch And foi this — 

A being of the race thou dost despise, 

The older wftnch thine own would use above, 
Mingling with us and oms, thou dost foi ego 
The gifts of oui great knowledge, and shi ink’s t back 

To recieant moitahty Away* 

Man Dauglitei of An r I tell thee, since that hour — 
But words aie bieath — look on me m my sleep, 

Or watch my watchings — Come and sit by me T 
My solitude is solitude no more, 

But peopled with the Furies , — I have gnash’d 
My teeth m daikness till returning morn, 

Then cuised myself till sunset, — I have pray’d 
Foi madness as a blessing — ’tis denied me 
I have afhonted death — but m the war 
Of elements the wateis shrunk fiom me, 

And fatal things pass’d haimless — the cold hand 
Of an all-pitiless demon held me back, 

Back by a single hail , which would not break 
‘ In fantasy, imagination, all 
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The affluence of my soul — which one day was 
A Croesus m creation — I plunged deep, 

But, like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me back 
Into the gulf of my unfathom’d thought 
I plunged amidst mankind— ^Forgetfulness 
I sought m all, save wheie ’tis to be found, 

And that I have to learn — my sciencesf 
My long puisued and super-human ait, 

Is mortal heie — I dwell m my despan 
And live — and live foi evei 

Witch It may be 

That I can aid thee 

Man. To do this thy power 

Must wake the dead, 01 lay me low with them 
Do so — m any shape — m any horn — 

With any toiture — so it be the last. 

Witch That is not m my province , but if thou 
Wilt swear obedience to my will, an$ do 
My bidding, it may help thee to thy w ishes 

Man . I will not sweai — Obey T and whom ? the 
spirits 

Whose presence I command, and be the slave 
Of those who seived me — Nevei r 

Witch Is this all ? 

Hast thou no gentler answer ? — Yet bethink thee, 
And pause ere thou lejectest 

Man I have said it 

Witch Enough T — I may 1 etire then — say 
Man Retire 

[ The Witch disappears 
Man . (alone) We aie the fools of time and terror 
Days 
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Steal on ns and steal fiom us , yet we live, 

Loathing oui life, and dieadmg still to die 
In all the days of this detested yoke — 

This vital weight upon the stiugglmg heart, 

"Which sinks with sontftv, 01 beats quick with pam, 
Or joy that ends m agony 01 faintness — 

In all the days of past and futui e, for 
In life there is no present, we can numbei 
How few ~*how less than few — wherein the soul 
Forbeai s to*pant for death, and yet draws back 
As from a stream m winter, though the chill 
Be but a moment’s I have one lesource 
Still m my science — I can call the dead, 

And ask th^pa what it is we diead to be 
The sternest answei can but be the Giave, 

And that is nothing — if they answer not — 

The buried Fiophet answered to the Hag 
Of Endor and the Spaitan Monaich drew 
Fiom the Byzantine maid’s unsleeping spirit 
An answei and his destiny — he slew 
That which he loved, unknowing what he slew, 

And died unpardon’d — though he call’d m aid 
Tie Phyx#an Jove, and m Phigalia roused 
The Arcadian Evocatois to compel 
The indignant shadow to depose hei wrath, 

Oi fix her teim of vengeance — she replied 
In words of dubious import, but fulfill’d ( 2 ) 

(1) [See ante, Vol # X. p 87 n —EH 

(2) The story of Pausamas, Ling of Spaita (who commanded the Greeks 
at the battle of Platea, and afterwards perished for an attempt to betray the 
Lacedaemonians), and Cleomce, is told m Plutarch’s life of Limon , and in 
the Laconics of Pausamas the sophist, m his description of Greece — [The 
following is the passage from Plutarch — “ It is related, that when Pau- 

D 3 
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If I had nevei lived, that which I love 
Had still been living , had I never loved 3 
That which I love would still be beautiful — 

Happy and giving happiness What is she ? 

What is she now ? — a sufferei for my sms — 

A thing I daie not think upon — 01 nothing. 

Withm few horns I shall not call m vam — 

Yet in this hour I dread the thing I daie 
Until this horn I nevei shmnk to gaze 
On spirit, good 01 evil — .now I tiemble^ 

And feel a stiange cold thaw upon my heait 
But I can act e\en what I most abhor, 

And champion human feais — The night appi caches* 

[Exit* 


sanias was at Byzantium, be cist his eyes upon a young virgm named 
Cleomce, of a noble family there, and insisted on having her for a mistress 
1 he paients, intimidated by his pouei, were under "'he hud necessity oi 
giving up their daughter The young woman begged that the light might: 
be taken out of his apartments, that she might go to his bed m secrecy and 
silence W hen she entered he was asleep, and she unfortunately stumbled 
upon the candlestick, and threw it down The noise waked him suddenly, 
and he, m his confusion, thinking it was an enemy coming to assassinate 
him, unsheathed a dagger that lay bv him, and plunged it into the virgin’s 
heart After this he could never rest Her image appeared to him every 
n’ght, and with a menacing tone lepeated this heroic v erse, — 
c Go to the fate w Inch pride and lust prepai e f ’ 

The allies, highly incensed at this infamous action, joined Cimon to besiege 
him m Byzantium But he found means to escape thenCe, and, as he 
was still haunted by the spectre, he is said to have applied to a temple at 
Heraclea, where the manes of the dead were consulted Theie he invoked 
the spirit of Cleomce, and entieated her pardon She appeared, and told 
him * he would soon be delivered from all his troubles, after his return to 
Sparta in. which, it seems, hts death was enigmatically foretold These 
particulars we have from manv historians” — Langhorn’9 Plutmch , 
vol in p 279 “ Thus we find,” adds the translator, “ that it was a custom 
m the Pagan as well as m the Hebrew theology, to conjure up the spirits 
of the dead , and that the witch of Endor was not the only w itch m the 
world.” — E]| 
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SCENE III 

The Summit of the Jungfi cm Mountain 
Enter First Destiny 

The moon is using bioad, and round, and blight , 
And here on snows, wheie never human foot 
Of common mortal tiod, we nightly tread, 

And leave no traces, o’er the savage sea, 

The glassy £>cean of the mountain ice, 

We skim its rugged breakers, which put on 
The aspect of a tumbling tempest’s foam, 

Frozen in a moment (*) — a dead whirlpool’s image 
And this most steep fantastic pinnacle, 

ThefretwoiK of some earthquake — where the clouds 
Pause to repose themselves m passing by — 

Is sacied to our levels, 01 oui vigils , 

Here do I wait my sisters, on oui way 
To the Hall of Aijmanes, for to-night 
Is om gieat festival — ’tis strange they come not 

A Voice without , singing 

The Captive Usui per, 

Hurl’d down from the throne, 

Lay buried in torpoi, 

Forgotten and lone , 

(1) C e Came to a morass , Hobhouse dismounted to get over well , I 
tried to pass my horse over , the horse sunk up to the chm, and of course 
he and I were in the mud together , bemired, but not hurt , laughed and 
rode on Arrived at the Gundenv aid , mounted again, and rode to the 
higher glacier— like a frozen hurricane ”~-Swisi> Journal — E ] 
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I bioke through his slumbers, 

I shiver’d his chain, 

I leagued him with numbei s — 

He’s Tyrant again ? 

With the blood of a million he’ll answei my care, 
With a nation’s destruction — his flight and despair. 


Second Voice, without 

The ship sail’d on, the ship sail’d fast, 

But I left not a sail, and I left not a mast , 

There is not a plank of the hull or the deck, 

And there is not a wretch to lament o’ei his wieck , 
Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the han, 
And he was a subject well worthy my Care , 

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea — 

But I saved him to wreak further havoc for me T 


First Destiny, answering 

The city lies sleeping , 

The morn, to deplore it, 

May dawn on it weeping 
Sullenly, slowly, 

The black plague flew o’er it — 
Thousands he lowly , 

Tens of thousands shall perish — 
The living shall fly from 
The sick they should cherish , 
But nothing can vanquish 
The touch that they die from. 
Sorrow and anguish, 
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And evil and dread, 

Envelope a nation — 

The blest me the dead, 

Who see not the sight 
Of their owyi desolation — 

This work of a night — 

This wreck of a xealm — this deed of my doing — 
Eoi ages I’ve done, and shall still be renewing t 

Enter %e Second and Third Destinies 
The Three 

Our hands contain the heaits of men, 

Oui footsteps are then giaves. 

We (fnly give to take again 
The spnits of our slaves * 

First Fes Welcome T — Where ’s Nemesis ? 
Second Fes 9 At some great work ; 

But what I know not, foi my hands wei e full 
Third Fes Behold she cometh 

Enter Nemesis 

Fust Fes Say, wheie hast thou been ? 

My sisteis and thyself are slow to-niglit 

Nem I«was detain’d repairing shatter’d thrones, 
Mairymg fools, restoring dynasties, 

Avenging men upon their enemies, 

And making them repent their own levenge , 
Goading the wise to madness , fiom the dull 
Shaping out oracles to rule the world 
Afresh, for they weie waxmg out of date, 
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And mortals daied to ponder for themselves, 

To weigh kings in the balance, and to speak 
Of fieedom, the foi bidden fruit — Awayf 
We have outstay’d the horn — mount we our 
clouds f (*) [ Exeunt 

SCENE IY 

The Hall of Anmanes — Anmanes on Jus Throne , a 
Globe of Fire , surrounded by the Spirits 

Hymn of the Spirits 

Hail to oui Master f — Prince of Earth and Air ? 

Who walks the clouds and waters — in his hand 
The sceptre of the elements, which tear 
Themselves to chaos at Ins high command T 
He breatheth — and a tempest shakes the sea, 

He speaketh — and the clouds reply m thunder. 
He gazeth — fiom his glance the sunbeams flee , 

He moveth — eaith quakes rend the world asunder 
Beneath his footsteps the volcanoes use , 

His shadow is the Pestilence , his path 
The comets herald thiough the ci adding skies , ( 2 ) 
And planets turn to ashes at his wrath- 
To him Wai offeis daily sacrifice, 

To him Death pays his tubute , Life is his, 

With all its infinite of agonies — 

And his the spirit of whatever is 1 

(1) [This we think is out of place, at least, if not out of character , and 
though the authoi may tell us that human calamities«are naturally subjects 
of derision to the ministers of vengeance, jet we cannot be persuaded that 
satirical and political allusions are at all compatible with the feelings and 
impressions which it was here his business to maintain — Jeffrey 3 

(2) [MS — «* The comets herald through the £ burning 2 } sIvies EJ 
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Enter the Destinies and Nemesis. 

First Des Gloiy to Aumanes * on the earth 
His power mcieaseth — both my sisteis did 
His bidding, noi did I neglect my duty * 

Second Des Gloiy td Aumanes! we who bow 
Tlie necks of men, bow down befoie his thione* 
Third Des Glory to Aumanes * vie await 
His nod * 

Nem Sovereign of Soveieigns * we aie thme, 
And all that ‘live th, moie or less, is ours, 

And most things wholly so , still to mciease 
Our power, mci easing thme, demands oui care, 

And we aie vigilant — Thy late commands 
Have been fulfill’d to the utmost 

j Enter Manfred 

A Spirit What is heie ? 

A mortal * — Thou most lash and fatal wietch, 

Bow down and woiship * 

Second Spirit I do know the man — 

A Magian of gieat powei, and fearful skill * 

Third Spirit Bow down and worship, slave* — 
What, know’st thou not 

Thme and our Sovereign? — Tremble, and obey* 
All the Spirits Piostrate thyself, and thy con- 
demned clay, 

Child of the Earth* or diead the worst 

Man I know it , 

And yet ye see I kneel not 

Fowth Spirit ’Twill be taught thee 

Man ’Tis taught aheady , — many a night on the 
earth, 
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On the bare ground, have I bow’d down my face, 
And strew’d my head with ashes , I have known 
The fulness of humiliation, for 
I sunk before my vam despair, and knelt 
To my own desolation 

Fifth Spirit Dost thou dare 

Refuse to Anmanes on his thione 
What the whole eaith accoids, beholding not 
The ten 01 of his Gloiy? — Ciouch T Insay 
Man. Bid him bow down to that which is above 
him, 

The overruling Infinite — the Maker 

Who made him not for worship — let him kneel, 

And we will kneel together 

The Spirits Crush the worm f 

Tear him m pieces ! — 

First Des Hence ! Avaunt t — he 's mine 

Pimce of the Poweis invisible 1 This man 
Is of no common oidei, as his poit 
And presence heie denote; his suffeimgs 
Have been of an immoital natuie, like 
Our own , his knowledge, and his powers and will, 
As fai as is compatible with clay, 

Which clogs the ethereal essence, have been such 
As clay hath seldom borne , his aspirations 
Have been beyond the dwellers of the e^rth, 

And they have only taught him what we know — 

That knowledge is not happiness, and science 

But an exchange of ignoiance foi that 

Which is another kind of ignoiance 

This is not all — the passions, attributes 

Of earth and heaven, fiom which no powei, noi being, 
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Noi breath fiom the worm upwaids is exempt, 
Have pierced his heait, and m then consequence 
Made him a thing, which I, who pity not, 

Yet pardon those who pity He is mine, 

And thme, it may be —he it so, or not, 

No othei Spirit m this region hath 
A soul like his — or powei upon his soul 
Nem What doth he heie then p 
First Des % Let him answer that. 

Man Ye know what I have known , and without 
power 

I could not be amongst ye but there are 
Powei s deepei still beyond — I come m quest 
Of such, to answer unto what I seek 
Nem What would’st thou ? 

Man, Thou canst not reply to me 

Call up the dead — my question is foi them 
Nem Great Anmanes, doth thy will avouch 
The wishes of this moitaP 
An Yea. 

Nem Whom would’st thou 

Unchamel? 

Man One without a tomb — call up 
Astaite 


Nemesis 

Shadow T or Spirit t 
Whatever thou ait, 

Whuji still doth inherit 
The whole 01 a pait 
Of the foim of thy birth. 

Of the mould of thy clay, 
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Which leturn’d to the earth, 

Re- appear to the day * 

Bear what thou boi est, 

The heart and the form, 

And the aspect thou woiest 
Redeem fiom the woim 
Appear I — Appeal r — Appear t 
Who sent thee there requires thee here r 
[ The Phantom of Astarte rises and stands 
m the midst 

Man Can this be death? there’s bloom upon her 
cheek , 

But now I see it is no living hue, 

But a stiange hectic — like the unnatural red 
Which Autumn plants upon the perislfd leaf 
It is the same T Oh, God T that I should dread 
To look upon the same — Astarte T — No, 

I cannot speak to her — but bid her speak — 
Forgive me or condemn me 

Nemesis 

By the powei which hath bioken 
The grave which enthi ail’d the£, 

Speak to him who hath spoken, 

Or those who have call’d thee T 

Man She is silent, 

And m that silence I am moie than answer’d 
Nem My powei extends no furthei ^ Fimce of air * 
It rests with thee alone — command her voice 
An Spirit — obey this seep tie t 
Nem 


Silent stiU T 
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She is not of oui order, but belongs 
To the othei poweis Moital * thy quest is vam, 
And we are baffled also 
Man Heai me, heai me — 

Astarte T my beloved * gpeak to me 
I have so much endiued — so much enduie — 

Look on me T the giave hath not changed thee more 
Than I am changed for thee Thou lovedst me 
Too much, ^ I loved thee we w ere not made 
To toiture thus each othei, though it were 
The deadliest sm to love as we have loted 
Say that thou loath’st me not — that I do bear 
This punishment for both — that thou wilt be 
One of the blessed — and that I shall die , 

Foi hitheito all hateful things conspue 
To bmd me m existence' — m a life 
Which makes me shrink fiom immoitality — 

A future like the past I cannot lest 
I know not what I ask, nox what I seek 
I feel but what thou art — and what I am, 

And I would hear yet once befoie I peush 
The voice which was my music — Speak to me * 

Foi I have # c ail’d on thee m the still night, 

Staitled the slumbenngbirdsfrom the hush'd boughs. 
And woke the mountain wolves, and made the caves 
Acquainted with thy vainly echoed name, 

Which answei’d me — many things answei’d me — 
Spirits and men — but thou wert silent all 
Yet speak to i^e r I have outwatch’d the stars, 

And gazed o’er heaven m vain m seaich of thee 
Speak to me r I have wandeTd o’ei the earth, 

And never found thy likeness — Speak to me T 



48 


MANFRED 


ACT II 


Look on the fiends around — they feel foi me 
I feai them not, and feel fox thee alone — 

Speak to me T though it be m wrath , — but say — > 
I leek not what — but let me hear thee once — 
This once — once moie T 

Phantom of Astarte Manfi ed f 

Man ' Say on, say on — 

I live but m the sound — it is thy voice T [ills, 
Phan Manfi ed T To-moirow ends thme earthly 
Farewell T 

Man Yet one woid moie — am I forgiven ? 
Phan Faiewell t 

Man Say, shall we meet again ? 

Phan Farewell f 

Man One woid foi mercy T Say, thou lovest me 
Phan Manfi ed T 

[The Spirit of Asa arte disappears ( ] ) 
Nem She’s gone, and will not be lecalfd, 

Hei words will be fulfill'd Eeturn to the eaith 


(1) [Over this fine drama, i moral feeling hangs like a sombrous thundei 
cloud No other guilt but that so darkly shadowed out could have fur- 
nished so dreadful an illustration of the hideous aberrations of human 
nature, however noble and majestic, when left a piey to its4esires, its pas- 
sions, and its imagination The beauty, at one time so innocently adored, 
is at last soiled, profaned, and violated Affection, love, guilt, horror, le- 
morse, and death, come m terrible succession, yet all darkly linked toge- 
ther We think of Astarte as young, beautiful, innocent — guilty — lost — 
murdeied — buried — judged— pardoned , but still, m her permitted visit 
to earth, speaking in a voice of sorrow, and with a countenance yet pale 
with mortal trouble We had but a glimpse of her m her beautv and 
innocence , but, at last, she rises up before us m all the mortal silence of a 
ghost, with fixed, glazed, and passionless eyes, revealing death, judgment, 
and eternity The moral breathes and burns in every word, — m sadness, 
misery, insanity, desolation, and death The work is c instinct with 
spirit,’ — and m the agony and distraction, and all its dimly imagined 
causes, we behold, though biohen up, confused, and shattered, the elements 
of a purer existence —Professor Wilson 3 
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A Spirit He is convulsed — This is to be a mortal 
And seek the things beyond mortality 
Another Spirit Yet, see, he mastereth himself, 
and makes 

His torture tnbutaiy to his will 

Had he been one of us, he would have made 

An awful spirit 

Nem Hast thou fuither question 

Of our gi eat. sovereign, or his woi shippers? 

Man None 

Nem Then for a time farewell. 

Man We meet then T Wheie ? On the earth 
Even as thou wilt and foi the giace accoided 
I now depait a debtoi Eaie ye well T 

[ Exit Manfred 

(Scene closes ) 


ACT III (i) 

SCENE I 

A Mall m the Castle of Manfred 

Manfred and Herman 
Man What is the horn ? 

Her. It wants but one till sunset, 

And promises a lovely twilight 
Man Say, 

(1) [The third Act, as originally v, ntten, being shown to the late Mr 
Gifford, he expressed his unfavourable opinion of it very distinctlj , and 
Mr Murray transmitted this to Lord Bj roa The result is told m the fol- 
lowing extracts from his letters — 

VOL. XI E 
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Are all things so disposed of m the tower 
As I directed? 

Her All, my lord, are ready 

Hei e is the key and casket 

Man It is well 

Thou may’st letire [Exit Herman* 

Man (alone) There is a calm upon me — < 
Inexplicable stillness * which till now 
Did not belong to what I knew of hfe o 
If that I did not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities the motliest, 

The merest word that evei fool’d the ear 
Fiom out the schoolman’s jaigon, I should deem 
The golden seciet, the sought C£ Kalon,” found, 
And seated m my soul It will not last, 

But it is well to have known it, though but once 


fC Venice, April 14 1817 — The third Act is certainly d—d bad, and, like 
the Archbishop of Grenada s homily (which savouied of the p ilsj), has the 
dregs of my fever, during which it was written It must on no account 
be published in its present state I will try and reform it, or ie-wntcit 
altogether , but the impulse is gone, and I have no chance of making any 
thing out of it The speech of Manfied to the Sun is the only part of this 
Act I thought good myself, the rest is ceitaml} as bad os bad can be, and I 
wonder what the devil possessed me I am very glad, mdeeG, that j ou sent me 
Mr Gifford s opinion without deduction Do >ou suppose me such a booby 
as not to be\ery much obliged to him 9 or that I was not, and am not, con- 
vinced and convicted m my conscience of this same overt act of nonsense 9 
I shall try at it again , in the mean time, lay it upon the ohelf — the whole 
Drama I mean — Recollect not to publish, upon pain of I know not what, 
until I have tried again at the third act I am not sure that I shall try, 
and still less that I shall succeed if I do ” 

“ Rome, May r > — I have re written the greater part, and returned 
what is not alteied in the proof >ou sent me Uhe Abbot is become a 
good man, and the Spirits are brought m at the death "iou will find, X 
think, some good poeti y m this new Act, here and there , and if so, print 
it, without sending me farther proofs, under Mr Gifford's conecaon , if he 
will have the goodness to overlook it ” — E 3 
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It hath enlaiged my thoughts with a new sense, 

And I within my tablets would note down 
That there is such a feeling Who is theie? 

Re-enter Herman 

He? My loid, the abbot of St Maui ice cia\es 
To gieet youi piesence 

Enteo the Abbot of St Maurice 
Abbot Peace be with Count Manfred * 

Man Thanks, holy fathei f welcome to these w alls , 
Thy presence honouis them > and blesseth those 
Who dwell withm them 

Abbot Would it wei e so, Count r — 

But I would tarn confei with thee alone 

Man Herman retne — What would my leverend 
guest ? 

Abbot Thus, without pi elude — Age and zeal, 
my office, 

And good intent, must plead my puvilege, 

Oui near, though not acquainted neighbouihood, 
May also be my herald Rumouis strange, 

And of unholy nature, aie abioad, 

And busy with thy name., a noble name 
For centuries may he nho beais it now 
Tiansmit lkunimpau’d T 

Man Proceed, — I listen. 

Abbot ’Tis said thou holdest converse with the 

things 

Which are forbidden to the seaich of man , 

That with the dwelleis of the daik abodes, 

The many evil and unheavenly spnits 
e 2 
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Which walk the valley of the shade of death, 

Thou communest I know that with mankind, 

Thy fellows m creation, thou dost rarely 
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude 
Is as an anchorite’s, wei e it but holy 

Man And what are they who do avouch these 
things ? 

Abbot My pious brethren — the scared peasantiy — 
Even thy own vassals — who do look o» thee 
With most unquiet eyes Thy life ’s m peril 
Man Take it 

Abbot I come to save, and not destroy — 

I would not piy into thy seciet soul , 

But if these things be sooth, there stiJL is time 
Foi penitence and pity reconcile thee 
With the tiue church, and though the church to 
heaven 

Man I heai thee This is my reply - whate’er 
I may have been, 01 am, doth rest between 
Heaven and myself — I shall not choose a moital 
To be my mediator Have I smn’d 
Against your oidmances ? piove and punish T (*) 

(1) £Thus far the text stands as originally penned we subjoin the sequel 
of the scene as given m the first MS — 

“ Abbot Then, hear and tremble I For the headstrong wretch 
Who m the mail of innate hardihood 
Would shield himself, and battle for his sms. 

There is the stake on earth, and beyond earth eternal 
Man Charity, most reverend father. 

Becomes thy lips so much more than this menace. 

That I would call thee back to it but say. 

What wouldst thou with me 9 
Abbot It may be there are 

Things that would shake thee— but I keep them back. 

And give thee till to morrow to repent 
Then if thou dost not all devote thyself 
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Abbot My son * I did not speak of punishment, 
But penitence and paidon , — with thyself 


1 o penance, ai d with gift of all thy lands 
To the monastery 

Man I understand th ee, — w ell f 

Abbot Evpect no mercv , I have warned thee 
Man (opening the cast et) Stop — 

There is a gilt for thee withm this casket 

£ Mint red opens the caskct i stnl es a light , and bui ns 
some incense 

Ho * Ashtarotli r 

The Demon - Ashtaroth appears » singing as follows — 

The raven sits 
On the raven stone. 

And his black w mg flits 
O’er the milk-white bone , 

To and tto, as the night-winds blow. 

The carcass of the assassin swings , 

And there alone, on the raven-stone, ( l ) 

The raven flaps his dusky wings 

The fetters creak — and his ebon beak 
Croaks to the close of the hollow sound. 

And this is the tune, by the light of the moon, 

To which the witches dance their round — 

Merrily, merrily, cheenlj, cheerily, 

Merril}, speeds the ball 

The dead m their shrouds, and the demons in clouds. 

Hock to the witches* carnivaL 
m 

Abbot I fear thee not— hence — hence — 

Avaunt thee, evil one 1 — help, ho T without there T 
Man Convey this man to the bhreckhorn — to its peak — 

To its evtremest peak — watch with him there 
From now fill sunnse , let him gaze, and know 
He ne’er again will be so near to heaven 
But harm him not , and, w hen the morrow breaks, 

Set him down safe m his cell — away with him ' 

Ash* Had I not better bring his brethren too. 

Convent and all, fo bear him company 9 

0 ) <e Raven stone (Rabenstem>, a translation of the German word for the 
gibbet, which m Germany and Switzerland is permanent, and made of 
stone 
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The choice of such remains — and for the last; 

Oui institutions and oui strong belief 
Have given me powei to smooth the path from sm 
To higher hope and bettei thoughts , the fiist 
I leave to heaven, — “ Vengeance is mine alone f ” 
So saith the Loid, and with all humbleness 
His servant echoes bach the awful woid 

Man Old man T theie is no powei m holy men, 
Nor charm m prayei — noi purifying form 
Of penitence — noi outwaidlook — nor fast — 

Noi agony — noi, gi eater than all these, 

The innate toitures of that deep despan, 

Winch is lemoise without the fear of hell, 

But all m all sufficient to itself r 
Would make a hell of heaven — can exorcise 
From out the unbounded spmt the quick sense 
Of its own sms, wiongs, sufferance, and revenge 


Man No, this w ill serve for the present Take him up 
Ash Como, fiiai ' now an exorcism 01 two. 

And we shall fly the lighter 

Ashtaroi h disappears with the Abbot, singing as follows — 
A prodigal son, and a maid undone, 

\nd a widow le-wedded within the year, 

And a worldly monk, and a pregnant nun, 

Are things which every day appear 

Manfred alone 

Man Why would this fool break in on me, and force 
Mv art to pranks fantastical 9 — no matter, 

It was not of my seeking My heart sickens. 

And weighs a fix’d foreboding on my soul 
But it is calm — calm as a sullen sea 
After the hurricane , the winds are still. 

But the cold waves swell high and heaulj. 

And there is danger in them Such a rest 
Is no repose My life hath been a combat. 

And c\ ery thought a vt ound, till I am scarr’d 
In the munoital part of me — What now 
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Upon itself, there is no futuie pang 
Can deal that justice on the self- condemn’d 
He deals on his own soul 
Abbot All this is w ell , 

For this will pass away, and be succeeded 
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up 
With calm assuiance to that blessed place, 

Which all who seek may wm, whatever be 
Their eartidy enois, so they be atoned 
And the commencement of atonement is 
Hie sense of its necessity — Say on — 

And all our chuich can teach thee shall be taught , 
And all we can absolve thee shall be paidon’d 
Man Wh^n Rome’s sixth empeioi (*) was near 
his last, 

The victim of a self-mfhcted w ound, 

To shun the toiments of a public death ( 2 ) 

Fiom senates once his slaves, a certain soldier, 
With show of loyal pity, would have stanch’d 
The gushing throat with his officious lobe , 

The dying Roman thiust him back, and said — 
Some empjie still m his expmng glance, 
c It is too^ate — is this fidelity ? ” 


(1) £Otho, being defeated in a general engagement near Brixellum, 
stabbed linns Plutarch sa\s, that, though he lned full as badlv as 
Nero, his last moments were those of a philosopher He comforted his 
soldiers who lamented his, fortune, and evpre sed his concern tor their 
safety, when thty solicited to paj him the last fnendlj offices Martial 
sajs 

“ Sit Cato” dum \ n it, sane \el Coesare major, 

Dum moritur, numquid major Othone fuit — E 3 

(2) MS — 

11 To shun £ torments'd^^i public death 

Choose between them.”] 

E 4j 
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Abbot And what of this ? 

Man I answer with the Homan — 

“ It is too late 1 ” 

Abbot It never can be so, 

To reconcile thyself with thy own soul, 

And thy own soul with heaven Hast thou no hope ? 
’Tis strange — even those who do despair above, 
Yet shape themselves some fantasy on earth, 

To which frail twig they cling, like di owning men. 

Man Ay — father T I have had those earthly 
visions 

And noble aspnations m my youth, 

To make my own the mind of other men, 

The enlightener of nations , and to use 
I knew not whithei — it might be to fall , 

But fall, even as the mountain- cataract, 

Which having leapt from its moie dazzling height, 
Even m the foaming strength of its abyss, 

(Which casts up misty columns that become 
Clouds laming from the le-ascended skies,) 

Lies low but mighty still — But this is past, 

My thoughts mistook themselves 

Abbot And wh^iefore so? 

Man I could not tame my natuie down, foi he 
Must serve who fain would sway — and soothe — 
and sue — c 

And watch all time — and pry into all place — 

And be a living lie — who would become 
A mighty thing amongst the mean, a$d such 
The mass ai e , I disdain’d to mingle with 
A held, though to be leader — and of wolves 
The lion is alone, and so am I. 
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Abbot And why not live and act with other men? 

Man Because my natme was aveise fiom life ; 
And } et not ci uel , foi I would not make, 

But find a desolation — like the wind, 

The xed-hot bieath of the most lone Simoom, 
Which dwells but m the desei t, and sn eeps o’ei 
The bauen sands which beai no shiubs to blast, 
And revels o’ei their wild and and waves, 

And seeketh not, so that it is not sought, 

But being met is deadly , such hath been 
The course of my existence, but theie came 
Things in my path which aie no moie 

Abbot Alas T 

I ’gm to feai that thou art past all aid 
Fiom me ancf fiom my calling , yet so young, 

I still would 

Alan Look on me 1 there is an ordei 

Of moitals on the eaith, who do become 
Old m then youth, and die eie middle age, 

Without the violence of waihke death , 

Some perishing of pleasuie — some of study — 
Some w r orn with toil — some of meie weanness — 
Some of disease — and some insanity — ( J ) 

And some of wither’d, 01 of broken heaits, 


(1) [This spegch has been quoted m more than one of the sketches of 
the poet s own life Much earlier, when onty twenty -three -sears of age, 
he had thus prophesied — “ It seems as if I were to experience in my 
youth the greatest misery of old age My friends* fall around me, and X 
shall be left a lonelj tree before X am withered Other men can always 
take refuge m their families — /have no resource but im own reflections, 
and they present no prospect, here or hereafter, except the selfish satisfac- 
tion of sumvmg my betters I am, indeed, \ei\ wretcl ed Mv da\s are 
listless, aid my nights restless I ha\e icrv seldom anj sonetv , and 
when I have, I ran out of it I don’t know that I sha’n’t end with in- 
sanity ” — B Lottos, 1811 ] 
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For this last is a malady which slays 
Moie than aie numbei’d m the lists of Fate, 

Taking all shapes, and bearing many names 
Look upon me t foi even of all these things 
Have I pai taken , and of all these things, 

One were enough , then wonder not that I 
Am what I am, but that I evei tv as, 

Or having been, that I am still on earth 
Abbot Yet, hear me still * 

Man Old man T I do lespect 

Thine Older, and levere thine years, I deem 
Thy purpose pious, but it is m vam 
Think me not churlish , I would spai e thyself, 

Far more than me, m shunning at this*time 
All further colloquy — and so — farewell ( ] ) 

[Exit Manfred 
Abbot This should have been a noble creature ( 1 2 ) 
Hath all the enei gy which would have made [he 

(1) [ <c Of the immortality of the soul, it appears to me that there can he 
little doubt — if we attend for a moment to the action of mind It is m per- 
petual activity I used to doubt of it — but reflection has taught me better 
How far our future state will be individual, or, lathei, how tar it will at all 
resemble our present existence, is another question , but that the mind is 
eternal seems as probable as that the body is not so B Xhmy , 1821 — * 
<c I have no wish to reject Christianity v ithout ini estigation , on the con- 
trary, I am very desirous of believing , for I have no happiness m my pre- 
sent unsettled notions on religion ” — B Conversations tilth Kennedy , 1823 3 

(2) [There are three only, even among the great poets oF' modern times, 
who have chosen to depict, m their full shape and vigour, those agonies to 
which great and meditative intellects are, m the present progress of human 
history, exposed by the eternal recurrence of a deep and discontented 
scepticism. But there is only one who has dared to represent himself as 
the victim of those nameless and undefinable sufferings Goethe chose for 
his doubts and his darkness the terrible disguise of the mysterious Faustus 
Schiller, with still greater boldness, planted the same anguish m the rest- 
less, haughty, and heroic bosom of Wallenstein But Byron has sought no 
external symbol m which to embody the inquietudes of his soul He takes 
the world, and all that it inherit, for his arena and his spectators, and he 
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A goodly frame of glorious elements, 

Had they been wisely mingled , as it is, 

It is an awful chaos — light and daikness — 

And mind and dust — and passions and puie thoughts 
Mrv d, and contending without end 01 ordei, 

All dormant or destiuctive he will perish, 

And yet he must not , I will try once more, 

For such are woith ledemption , and my duty 
Is to daie all things foi a righteous end 
I'll follow him — but cautiously, though suiely 

[Exit Abbot, 


SCENE II 
Another Chamber 

Manfred and Herman 

Her My lord, you bade me w ait on } ou at sunset . 
He sinks behind the mountain 

Alan Doth he so ? 


display, s himself before their gaze, wrestling unceasingly and ineffectually 
with the demon that torments him. At times, there is something mourn- 
ful and depiessiftg m his scenticism , but ottener it is of a high and solemn 
charade , appioachmg to the very \ erge of a confiding faith Whatever 
the poet may believe, we, his readers, always feel ourselv es too much en- 
nobled and elevated, e\ en by his meltncholj , not to be confirmed m our own 
belief by the v«,y doubts so majestically concerned and uttered His scep- 
ticism, if it ever approaches to a creed, carries w ith it its refutation m its 
grandeur There is neither philosophy nor religion m those bitter and 
savage taunts which ha\e been cruelly thrown out, from many quar- 
ters, against those moods of mind which are nnoluntaiy, and will not pass 
away, the shadows *nd spectres which still haunt his imagination may 
once have disturbed our own, — through his gloom there are frequent 
flashes of illumination , — and the sublime sadness which to him is breathed 
from the mysteries of mortal existence, is always joined with a longing 
after immortality, and expressed m language that is itself divine.—* Peo- 
fessoe Wilson 3 
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I will look on him 

[Manfred advances to the Window of the Hall 
Glorious Oi b T the idol 
Of eaily nature, and the vigoious race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons ( x ) 

Of the embrace of angels, with a sex 

More beautiful than they, which did diaw down 

The einng spirits who can ne'ei return — 

Most glonous orb T that wert a woishipr eie 
The mystery of thy making was 1 eveal’d * 

Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

Which gladden’d, on then mountain tops, the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour’d 
Themselves m 01 isons ! Thou material God T 
And repiesentative of the Unknown — 

Who chose thee for his shadow f Thou chief stai T 
Centre of many stais * which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and tempei est the hues 
And heaits of all who walk within thy lays T 
Sn e of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes, 

And those who dwell m them T foi near 01 fai, 

Om inborn spirits have a tint of thee 
Even as our outwaid aspects, — thou dost use. 
And shme, and set m glory Fai e thee well r 
I ne’ei shall see thee moie As my hist glance 
Of love and wondei was for thee, then take 
My latest look thou wilt not beam on one 


(1) <e And it came to pass, that the Sons of God *aw the daughters of 
men, that they were fair, ’ &c — “ There were giants in the earth m thobe 
days , and also after that, when the Sons of God came m unto the daugh- 
ters of men, and they hare children to them, the same became mighty men. 
which were of old, men of renown Genesis , ch vi veises 2 and 4 
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To whom the gifts of life and waimth have been 
Of a more fatal natuie ( ! ) He is gone 
I follow [j Exit Manfred* 

SCENE III 

The Mountains — The Castle of Manfred at some 
distance — A Terrace before a To we? — Time, 
Twilight 

Herman, Manuel, and other Dependants of 
Manfred 

Her ’Tis strange enough , night after night, for 
y eai s, 

He hath puisued long vigils m this tower, 

Without a witness I have been within it, — 

So have we all been oft-times, but fiom it, 

Or its contents, it were impossible 
To draw conclusions absolute, of aught 
His studies tend to To be suie, theie is 
One chamber where none enter • I would give 
The fee of what I have to come these thiee yeais. 
To poie upon its mysteries 

Manuel ’Twere dangeious , 

Content thyself "with what thou know’st aheady 
Her Ah * Manuel T thou ait eldeily and wise, 
And couldst say much , thou hast d\\ elt within the 
castle — 

How many ye$is ls’t? 

(1) Pray, was Manfred's speech to the Sun still retained m Act third? 
I hope so it was one of the best in the thing, and better than the Coli- 
seum.” — B Letters , 1817 I 
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Manuel . Ere Count Manfred’s birth, 

I seived his father, whom he nought lesembles 
Her There be more sons m like predicament 
But wheiem do they diffei ? 

Manuel . I speak not 

Of features 01 of form, but mind and habits , 

Count Sigismund was proud, — but gay and free, — 
A warrior and a reveller , he dr* elt not 
With books and solitude, nor made the night 
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time, 

Memer than day , he did not walk the locks 
And foies ts like a wolf, noi turn aside 
Eiom men and then delights. 

Her . Beshrew the horn, 

But those were jocund times I I would that such 
Would visit the old walls again , they look 
As if they had foigotten them 

Manuel These walls 

Must change their chieftain hist Oh T I have seen 
Some stiange things m them, Heiman ( ] ) 

Her Come, be fhendly. 

Relate me some to while away oui watch . 

I’ve heaid thee daikly speak of an event 
Which happen’d hereabouts, by this same tower 
Manuel That was a night indeed T I do remember 
’Twas twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening, — yon led cloud, which rests 
On Eighei’s pinnacle, so rested then, — 

So like that it might be the same , the wind 
Was famt and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter with the climbing moon , 

(1) [MS — <e Some strange things m these few years ” — EJ 
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Count Manfied was, as now, within lus towei, — 
How occupied, we knew T not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wandeimgs 
And watchings — hei, whom of all eaithly things 
That lived, the only thing he seem’d to love, — 

As he, indeed, by blood was bound to do, 

The lady Astaite, his ( ! ) 

Hush * who comes here ? 

( 1 ) [The remainder of the third Act, m its original shape, ran thus — 
Her Look — look — the tower — 

The tower ’s on fire Oh, heavens and earth ’ what sound. 

What dreadful sound is that 3 [A crash hi 1 thunder 

Manuel Help, help, there ’ — to the rescue of the Count, — 

The Count s m danger, — what lio T there’ approach ’ 

[27 1 St rvants , J assals , and Peasantry approach, stznorf td 
u ith terror 

If there be of \ou who ha\e heart 

And lo\ e of Imman kind, and w II to aid 

II ose n distress — pause not — but follow me — 

The portal’s open, follow [Maalel goes in 

Her Come — who follows 3 

W hat, none of ve 3 — \ e recreants ’ shiv er then 
\\ ithout I w ill not see old 'Manuel risk 

His few remaining j ears unaided [Herm vn goes tv 

T assal Haik ’ — 

No — dll is silent — not a breath — the flame 
\\ Inch shot forth such a blaze is also gone 
What may this mean 3 Let s enter ’ 

Peasant Faith, not I,— 

Not that, if one, or tv o, or more, will join, 

I then will stay behind , but, for my part, 

I do not see precise! j to w hat end 

J assal Cease 3 our vain prating — come 

Manuel {speal mg within ) ’Tis all m vam — 

He’s dead 

Her {within) Not so — e\ en now methought he moved , 

But it is dark — so bear him gentlv out — 
bof f l> — how cold he is ’ take care of his temples 
In winding dojjn the staircase 

Pe enter Manuel and Hcru v\ s bearing Manfred in their Arms 
Manuel Hie to the castle, some of 3 e, and bring 
What aid you can Saddle the barb, and speed 
For the leech to the city — quick T some w ater there 1 
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Enter the Abbot 

Abbot Wheie is youi mastei ? 

Her Yonder m tlie tower. 

Abbot I must speak with him 

Manuel Tis impossible , 

He is most private, and must not be thus 
Intruded on 

Abbot Upon myself I take 
The foifeit of my fault, if fault theie be — 

But I must see him 

Her Thou hast seen him once 

This eve alieady 

Abbot Heiman ? I command thee, 

Knock, and apprize the Count of my appioach 

Her We dare not 

Abbot Then it seems I must be herald 

Of my own purpose 

Manuel Reverend father, stop — 

I pi ay you pause 

Abbot Why so ? 


Her His cheek is black — but there is a faint beat 
Still lingering about the heart Some water 

{They spt ml le Manfred with water after a pause, he 
gives some signs of life 

Manuel He seems to strive to speak — come — cheerly, Count T 
He moves his lips> — canst hear him 5 I am old. 

And cannot catch faint sounds 

[Herman inclining Jus head and listening 
Rei I hear a word 

Or two — but indistinctly — what is nevt? 

Vv hat ’s to be done 9 let ’s bear him to the castlg 

[Manfred motions with his hand not to remove him 
Manuel He disapproves — and ’tv ere of no avail — 

He changes rapidlv 
Her 


’Twill soon be over 
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Manuel But step this way, 

And I will tell you further [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV (i) 

Interior of the Toner 

Manfred alone 

The stars are forth, the moon above the tops 
Of the snow-shming mountains — Beautiful I 
I linger yet with Nature, for the night 
Hath been to me a more familiar face 
Than that of man, and m hei stany shade 
Of dim and solitary loveliness, 

I learn’d the language of another world 
I do remembei me, that m my youth, 

When I was wan deung, — upon such a night 
I stood within the Coliseum’s wall, ( 1 2 * * * * * * ) 

Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome , 

The tiees which giew along the broken arches 
Waved dark m the blue midnight, and the stars 
Shone through the rents of rum , from afar 
The watchdog bay’d beyond the Tiber, and 


(1) [The opening of this scene is, perhaps, the finest passage m the 
drama , and its solemn, calm, and majestic character throw s an air of gran- 
deur o\ er the catastrophe, which was in danger of appearing extravagant, 
and somewhat too much m the style of the “ Devil and Dr Faustus ” — 
Wilson 2 

(2) [“ Drove at midnight to see the Coliseum by moonlight but what can 

I saj of the Coliseum 9 It must be seen , to describe it I should ha\ e thought 
impossible, if I had not re^d ‘ Manfred.’ To set it aright, as the Poet of the 

North tells us of the fafr Melrose, one ‘ must see it by the pale moonlight * 

The stillness of night, the whispering echoes, the moonlight shadows, and 

the awful grandeur ot the impending rums, form a scene of romantic 

sublimity, such as Bjron alone could describe as it deserves His descrip- 

tion is the very thing itself ” ■— Mam hews s Diary of an Invalid ] 

vol xi r 
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More near from out the Caesars’ palace came 
The owl’s long cry, and, mtenuptedly, 

Of distant sentinels the fitful song 
Begun and died upon the gentle wind 
Some cypresses beyond the time-woi n breach 
Appeal’d to sknt the honzon, yet they stood 
Within a bowshot — Where the Csesais dwelt, 

And dwell the tuneless buds of night, amidst 
A grove which spungs thiough levell’d battlements, 
And twines its loots with the imperial healths, 

Ivy usuips the laurel’s place of giowth , — 

But the gladiators’ bloody Cncus stands, 

A noble wieck m ruinous peifection * 

While Caesai’s chambeis, and the Augustan halls, 
Grovel on earth m indistinct decay — 

And thou didst shine, thou lolling moon, upon 
All this, and cast a wide and tender light, 

Which soften’d down the hoar austerity 
Of mgged desolation, and fill’d up, 

As ’tweie anew, the gaps of cen tunes , 

Leaving that beautiful which still was so, 

And making that which was not, till the place 
Became religion, and the heart ran o’ei 
With silent worship of the great of old* — 

The dead, but sceptred soveieigns, who still rule 
Our spirits from their urns — 

’Twas such a night I 

’Tis stiange that I recall it at this time, 

But I have found oui thoughts take ^wildest flight 
Even at the moment when they should airay 
Themselves m pensive order 
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Enter the Abbot 

Abbot My good loi d r 

I ciave a second grace foi this appioach ; 

But yet let not my humble zeal offend 

By its abiuptness — all it hath of ill 

Recoils on me , its good m the effect 

May light upon jour head — could I say heait — 

Could I touch that, with words 01 prayeis, 1 should 

Recall a noble spirit which hath wandei’d, 

But is not yet all lost. 

Man . Thou know’st me not , 

My days aie numbei’d, and my deeds lecoided 
Retne, 01 ’twill be dangerous — Away i 

Abbot Thou dost not mean to menace me ? 

Man Not I , 

I simply tell thee penl is at hand. 

And would picsei ve thee. 

Abbot What dost thou mean ? 

Man Look theie T 

What dost thou see ? 

Abbot Nothing 

Man Look there, I say, 

And steadfastly, — now tell me what thou seest? 

Abbot That which should shake me, — but I fear 
it not — 

I see a dusk and awful figuie rise, 

Like an infernal god, from out the eaith , 

His face wrapt m a mantle, and his form 
Robed as with angry clouds he stands between 
Thyself and me — but I do fear him not 

Man Thou hast no cause — he shall not harm 
thee — but 

r 2 
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His sight may shock thine old limbs into palsy. 

I say to thee — Eetire * 

Abbot And I reply — 

Never — till I have battled with this fiend — 

What doth he here ? 

Man Why — ay — what doth he here ? — 

I did not send for him, — he is unbidden. 

Abbot Alas I lost moi tal f what with guests like 
these 

Hast thou to do ? I ti emble for thy sake • 

Wliy doth he gaze on thee, and thou on him ? 

Ah T he unveils his aspect on his brow 
The thunder-scars ai e graven , from his eye 
Glares forth the immortality of hell — 

Avaunt t 

Man Pronounce — ■ what is thy mission ? 

Spirit Come * 

Abbot What art thou, unknown being? answer! — 
speak f 

Spirit The genius of this moital — Come T ’tis 
time 

Man. I am prepared for all things, but deny 
The power which summons me Who sent thee here? 
Spirit Thou’lt know anon — Come r come * 

Man I have co manded 

Things of an essence greater far than thme, 

And striven with thy masters Get thee hence ! 
Spirit Mortal * thme hour is come — Away ! 
I &ay. 

Man I knew, and know my hour is come, but not 
To render up my soul to such as thee : 

Away! Ill die as I have lived — alone. 
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Spirit Then I must summon up my biethren — 
Rise ! [ Oilm Spirits rise up* 

Abbot Avaunt 7 ye e\il ones 1 — Avaunt 7 Isay, — 
Ye have no powei wheie piety hath power, 

And I do chaige ye m the name 

Spirit Old man ! 

We know oui selves, our mission, and tlune ordei , 
Waste not thy holy words on idle uses, 

It weie m vam: this man is foifeited. 

Once more I summon him — Away! away 7 
Man I do defy ye, — though I feel my soul 
Is ebbing fiom me, yet I do defy )e, 

Nor will I hence, while I have earthly breath 
To breathe my scorn upon ye — earthly strength 
To wrestle, though with spa its, what }e take 
Shall be ta’en limb by limb 

Spirit Reluctant mortal 7 

Is this the Magian who would so pervade 
The woild invisible, and make himself 
Almost our equal ? — Can it be that thou 
Art thus m love with life? the very life 
Which made thee wretched 7 

Man Thou false fiend, thou best! 

My life is m its last horn, — that I know, 

Nor would redeem a moment of that hour , 

I do not combat against death, but thee 
And thy sunoundmg angels , my past power 
Was purchased by no compact with thy crew, 

But by superior*science — penance — daring — 

And length of watching — strength of mmd — and 
skill 
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In knowledge of our fathers — when the earth 
Saw men and spmts walking side by side, 

And gave ye no supremacy I stand 
Upon my strength — I do defy — deny — 

Spurn back, and scorn ye * — 

Spirit But thy many dimes 

Have made thee 

Man What are they to such as thee ? 

Must crimes be punish’d but by other cnmes, 

And greater cnmmals? — Back to thy hell t 
Thou hast no power upon me, that I feel , 

Thou never shalt possess me, that I know : 

What I have done is done , I bear within 
A tQiture which could nothing gam frpm thme : 
The mind which is immortal makes itself 
Requital for its good or evil thoughts — 

Is its own origin of ill and end — 

And its own place and time — its innate sense, 
When stripp’d of this moitahty, derives 
No coloui from the fleeting things without , 

But is absoib’d m suffeiance or m joy, 

Born from the knowledge of its own desert 
Thou didst not tempt me, and thou couldst not 
tempt me , 

I have not been thy dupe, nor am thy piey — 

But was my own destroyer, and will be 
My own hereafter — Back, ye baffled fiends ! 

The hand of death is on me — but not yours * 

[ The Demons disappear 
Abbot . Alas* how pale thou art — thy lips aie 
white — 

And thy breast heaves — and m thy gasping throat 
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The accents lattle — Give thy prayers to Heaven — 
Piay — albeit but m thought, — but die not thus. 

Man ’Tis ovei — my dull eyes can fix thee not , 
But all things swim aiound me, and the earth 
Heaves as it weie beneath me Faie thee well — 
Give me thy hand 

Abbot Cold — cold — even to the heart— 

But yet one piayei — Alas T how fares it w ith thee? 
Man Old man J ’tis not so difficult to die Q) 

[Manfred expires 
Abbot He ’s gone — Ins soul hath ta’en its eai thless 
flight — 

Whither? I diead to think — but he is gone ( 2 ) 


(1) [In the first fdition, this line w as. acc dental’ y left out On diacov er- 
mg the omission, Lord Byron wrote to Mr Murray — - * \ou 1m e destroyed 
the whole effect and moral of the poe n, by omitting the last line o t Man- 
fred’s speaking ’ — E ] 

(2) [In June, 1SC0, Lord Bvron thus writes to his publisher — “En- 
closed is something which will interest \ou, to wit, the opinion of the 
greatest man m Germam — perhaps m Europe — upon one ot the great 
men of jour advertisements (all * famous hands,’ as Jacob Ions on used to 
say of Ins raggamuflins) — in short, a critique of Goethe’s upon Man ft cd 
There is the original, an English translation, and an Italian one keep them 
all m vour archives, for the opinions of such a man as Goethe, whether 
fav ourable or not, are alwaj s interesting — and this i= more so, as fu ourable 
His Faust I never read, for I don t know German , but Matthew Monk 
Lewis, in 1816, at Colignj, translated most ot it *o me viva toce, ana I 
was naturally much struck with it but it was the Stembach and the 
Jungfrau, and something else, much more than Faustus, that made me 
write Manfred The first scene, howcvei, and that of Faustus are very 
similar ” 

The following is the extract from Goethe’s JLtrnst und AUhtiihum (i e 
Art and Antiquity (which the above letter enclosed — 

“ Bjron’s tragedy, * Manfred, was to me a wonderful phenomenon, and 
one that closely touched me This smgularlv intellectual poet has taken my 
Faustus to himself, and extracted from it the strongest nourishment for his 
hypochondriac humour He has made use of the impelling principles m 
his own way , for his own purposes so that no one of them remains the 
same , and it is particularly on this account that I cannot enough admire 
his genius The whole is m this w iv so completely formed anew, that it 

F 4 
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would be an interesting task for the critic to point out, not only the alter- 
ations he has made, but their degiee of resemblance with, or dissimilarity 
to, the original in the course of which I cannot deny, that the gloomy 
heat of an unbounded and exuberant despair becomes at last oppressive to 
us Yet is the dissatisfaction we feel always connected with esteem and 
admiration 

“ We find thus, in this tragedy, the quintessence of the most astonishing 
talent born to be its own tormentor The character of Loid Byron’s life 
and poetry hardly permits a just and equitable appreciation He has often 
enough confessed what it is that torments him He has repeatedly por- 
trayed it, and scarcely any one feels, compassion for this intolerable suffer- 
ing, o\ er w hich he is ever laboriously ruminating There are, properly 
speaking, two females who e phantoms for ever haunt him, and which, m 
this piece also, perform principal paits — one under the name of Astarte, 
the other without form or actual presence, and merely a voice Of the 
hoirid occurrence which took place with the former, the following is re- 
lated — When a hold and enterprising young man, he won the affections 
of a Florentine lady * Her husband discovered the amour, and murdered 
his wife , hut the murdeiei was the same night found dead m the street, 
and there was no one on whom any suspicion could he attached Lord 
Byron removed from Florence, and these spirits haunted him all his life 
after f 

“ This romantic incident is rcndeied highly probable by innumerable 
allusions to it in his poems As, for instance, when turning his sad con- 
templations inwards, he applies to himself the fatal history of the king of 
Sparta It is as follows — Pausamas, a Lacedaemonian general, acquires 
gloiy by the important victory at Plataea, but afterwards forfeits the con- 
fidence of his countrymen through his arrogance, obstinacy, and secret in- 
ti igues with the enemies of his country This man draws upon himself 
the heavy guilt of innocent blood, which attends him to his end, for, 
while commanding the fleet of the allied Greeks, m the Black Sea, he is 


* The grave confidence with which the venerable critic traces the 
fancies of his brother poet to real persons and events, making no difficulty 
even of a double murder at Florence to furnish grounds for his theory, 
affords an amusing instance ot the disposition so prevalent throughout 
Europe, to picture Byron as a man of marvels and mysteries, as well m his 
life as his poetry To these exaggerated, or wholly false notions of him, 
the numerous fictions palmed upon the world of his romantic tours and 
wonderful adventures, m places he never saw, and with persons that never 
existed, have, no doubt, considerably contributed , and the consequence is, 
so utterly out of truth and nature are the representations of his life and 
character long cui rent upon the Continent, that it m#y be questioned whe- 
ther the real 4 flesh and blood’ hero of these pageo, — the social, practical- 
mmded, and, with all his faults arid eccentricities, English Lord Byron,— 
may not, to the over-exalted imaginations of most of his foreign admirers, 
appear but an ordinary, uniomantic, and prosaic personage ” — Moore’s 
Life of Byron 3 
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inflamed with a violent passion for a By zantme maiden After long resist- 
ance, he at length obtains her from her parents, and she is to be delivered 
up to him at night She modestlv desires the servant to put out the lamp, 
and, while groping her way in the dark, she overturns it Pausanias is 
awakened from his sleep — apprehensiv e of an tttack from murderers, he 
seizes his sword, and destroys his mistress The horrid sight never leaves 
him Her shade pursues him unceasingly, and he implores for aid m vam 
from the gods and the exorcising priests 
“ That poet must have a lacerated heart who selects such a scene from 
antiquxtv, appropriates it to himself, and burdens his tragic image with it 
The following soliloquv, which is oveiladen with gloom and a weariness of 
life, is, by this remark, rendered intelligible We recommend it as an 
exercise to all friends of declamation Hamlet s soliloquv appears improved 
upon here ” — Goethe here subjoins Manfred s soliloquy, beginning “ W T e 
are the fools of time and teiror,” in which the allusion to Pausanias occurs 
The reader will not be sorry to pass from this German criticism to that 
of the Edinburgh Review on Manfred — “This is, undoubtedly, a work 
of great genius and originality Its worst fault, perhaps, is that it fatigues 
and overawes us bv the umformitv of its terror and solemnity Another, 
is the painful and offlnsiv e natuie of the circumstance on which its distress 
is ultimately founded The ly rical songs ot the Spirits ire too long, ai d 
not all excellent here is something ot pedantry m them now and then , 
and even Manfred deals m classical allusions a little too much If w e w ere 
to consider it as a proper drama, or even as a finished poem, we should be 
obliged to add, that it is far too indistinct and unsatisfactory But this we 
take to be according to the design and conception of the author He con- 
templated but a dim and magnificent sketch ot a subject w Inch did not 
admit of more accurate drawing or more brilliant colouring Its obscurity 
is a part of its grandeur, — and the darkness that rests upon it, and the 
smoky distance m which it is lost, are all devices to increase its majesty, to 
stimulate our curiosity , and to impress us w ith deeper aw e — It is suggested, 
in an ingenious paper m a late number of the Ldmburgh Magazine, that 
the general conception of this piece, and much of what is excellent m the 
manner of its execution, have been boi rowed from* I he Tragical History 
of Di Faustus, of Mallow * , and a variety of passage are quoted, which 
the author considers as similar, and, in many respects, superior to others 
an the poem before us W c cannot agiee in the general terms of the con- 
clusion , but there is no doubt a certain resemblance, both in some of the 
topics that are suggested, and m the cast of the diction in which they are 


* [On reading this^Lord Byron wrote from 'Venice — “ Jeffrey is very 
kind about Manfred, and defends its originality, which I did not know that 
any body had attacked As to the germs of it, they may be found in the 
Journal which I sent to Mrs Leigh, shortly before I left Switzerland I 
have the whole scene of Manfred before me, as if it was but yesterday, 
and could point it out, spot by spot, torrent and all” — E 1 
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expressed Thus, to induce Faustus to persist m his unlawful studies, he 
is told that the Spirits of the Elements will serve him, — 

e Sometimes like women, or unwedded maids, 

Shadowing more beauty m their ayne browes. 

Than have the white breasts of the Queene of Love * 

And again, when the amorous sorcerer commands Helen of Troy to revive 
again to be his paramour, he addresses her, on her first appearance, in. 
these rapturous lines — 

c Was this the face that launcht a thousand ships. 

And burn’d the topless towers of Ilium 9 
Sweet Helen T make me immortal with a kiss. 

Her lips suck forth my soule — see where it flies 
Come, Helen, come give me my soule agame. 

Here will I dwell, foi heaven is on that lip, 

And all is dross that is not Helena 
0 1 thou art fairer than the evening ayre, 

Clad in the beauty of a thousand staires , 

More lovely than the monarch of the skyes. 

In wanton Arethusa s azure arms r ’ 

The catastrophe, too, is bewailed in verses of great elegance and classical 
beauty — 

* Cut is the branch that might have growne full straight. 

And burned is Apollo’s laurel bough 
That sometime giew within this learned man 
Faustus is gone ! — regard his hellish fall, 

Whose findful torture may exhort the w lse. 

Only to wonder at unlawful things 1 

But these, and many other smooth and fanciful verses m this curious old 
drama, prove nothing, we think, against the originality of Manfred , for 
there is nothing to be found there of the pride, the abstraction, and the 
heart-rooted misery in which that originality consists Faustus is a vulgar 
sorcerer, tempted to sell his soul to the devil for the ordinary price of sen- 
sual pleasure, and earthly power and glory , and who shrinks and shudders 
m agony when the forfeit comes to be exacted The style, too, of Marlow, 
though elegant and scholarlike, is weak and childish compared with the 
depth and force of much of Lord By ron , and the disgusting buffoonery 
and low farce of which his piece is principally made up, place it more m 
contrast, than in any terms of companson, with that of his noble successor 
In the tone and pitch of the composition, as well as m the character of the 
diction in the more solemn parts, Manfred reminds us much more of the 
* Prometheus’ of iEschylus, * than of any more modern performance The 


* £** Of the * Prometheus ’ of iEschylus I was passionately fond as a boy 

(it was one of the Greek plays we read thrice a year at Harrow) , indeed, 
that and the ‘ Medea’ were the only ones, except the * Seven before 
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tremendous solitude of the principal person —the supernatural beings with 
whom alone he holds communion — the guilt — the firmness — the misery 
—are all points of resemblance, to which the grandeur of the poetic imagery 
only gives a more striking effect The chief differences are, that the sub- 
ject of the Greek poet was sanctified and exalted by the established belief 
of his country, and that his terrors are nowhere tempered with the sweet- 
ness which breathes from so many passages of his English n\ak” — 
jErrRE’k 3 


Thebes,’ which ever much pleased me. The Prometheus, if not exactly m 
my plan, has always been so much m my head, that I can easily conceive its 
influence over all or any thing that I have written, but I deny Marlow and 
his progeny, and beg that you will do the same ” — 2? Letters , 1817 3 
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At Ferrara, m the Library, are preserved the original MSS of Tasso’s 
Gierusalemme and of Guarmi’s Pastor Fido, with letters of Tasso, one 
from Titian to Ariosto , and the inkstand and chair, the toirb and the 
house of the latter But, as misfoitune has a greater mteiest for posterity, 
and little or none for the cotemporary, the cell where Tasso was confined 
m the hospital of St Anna attracts a more fixed attention, than the resi- 
dence or the monument of Ariosto— at least it had -*his effect on me 
There are two inscriptions, one on the outer gate, the second over the cell 
itself, inviting, unnecessarily, the wonder and the indignation of the 
spectator Ferrara is much decayed, and depopulated the castle still exists 
entire , and I saw- the court where Parisma and Hugo were beheaded, 
according to the annal of Gibbon —[The original MS of this poem i* dated, 
e< The Apennines, April 20 1817 ” It was written m consequence of Loid 
Byron having visited Ferrara, for a single day, on his way to Horence In 
a letter from Rome, he says— “ The c Lament of Tasso, 5 which I sent from 
Florence, has, I trust, arrived I look upon it as a * These be good rhymes T 9 
as Pope’s papa said to him when he was a boy E ] 



79 


[Iv a moment of diss itinfiction with himstlf, or duung some melancholy 
mood, when his soul felt the worthlessness ot fane md glory, I ord Byron 
told the world that his muse should, ten a long season shioud herself m 
solitude (see ante y \ ol X p Z ) , and everv true lover of genius 1 imented 
that her lofty music was to ee ise But there was a tide m his spirit obey- 
ing the laws of its nature, and not to be controlled bj any human will 
"When he said that he was to be silent, he looked, perhaps, into the inner 
region of his soul, and saw there a dim, haul, and c heerless waste, like the 
sand of the &ea shore, but the ebbed waves ot passion in due course re- 
turned, and the scene w is restored to its former beiuty and magnificence, 
— its foam, its splendours, and its thunder The mind of a mighty poet 
cannot submit even to chains of its own imposing when it feels most 
enslaved, even then, perhaps, is it about to become most free, and one 
sudden flash may raise it from the darkness of its dc'.pondencv up to the 
pure air of untroubled confidence It requued, therefou, but small know- 
ledge of human nature, to assure ourselv es that the obligation undu which 
Lord By ron had laid himself could not bind, md that the potent spirit within 
him would 1 ugh to scorn whatever dared to curb the fienzy ot its own 
inspirations » 

It was not long, therefore, till he igam came forth m ms perfect strength, 
and exercised that dominion over our spirits wl ich is fiuly a pover too 
noble to be possessed without being wielded ihough all his heroes aie of 
one famil , vet are they a noble b md ot brotheis, whose countenances and 
whose souls are strongly distinguished bv peculiar characteristics Lach per- 
sonage, as he adv ances before us, reminds us of some other being, w hose 
looks, thoughts, w ords and deeds had troubled us bv their wild and per- 
turbed grandeur But though til the same, yet aicthey all strangely differ, 
ent Vv e hail each successn e existence w ith a profounder sympathy , and we 
are lost m wonder, in fear, and m sorrow, at the infinitely varied struggles, 
the endless and agonising modifications ot the human passions, as they 
drive along through everv gate and avenue of the soul, darkening or 
brightening, elevating or laying prostrate 

From such agitating and terrific pictures, it is delightful to turn to those 
compositions in which Lord Byron has allowed his soul to sink down into 
gentler and more ordinary feelings Many beautiful and pathetic strains 
have flowed from his heart, of which the tenderness is as touching as the 
grandeur of Hs nobler works is agitating and sublime To those, indeed, 
who looked deeplv into his poetry, there never was at any time a want of 
pathos, but it was a pathos so subduing and so profound, that even the 
poet himself seemed afraid of being delivered un unto it , nay, he seemed 
ashamed of being overcome by emotion^ which the gloomy pride of his 
intellect often vainly strov e to scorn , and he dashed the weakness from his 
heart, and the tear from his eyes, like a man suddenly assailed by feelings 
which he wished to hide, and which, though true to his nature, were in- 
consistent with the character which that mysterious nature had been forced, 
as m self defence, to assume 
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But there is one poem m which he has almost wholly laid aside all 
remembrance of the darker and stormier passions , m which the tone of 
his spirit and his voice at once is changed, and where he who seemed to 
care only for agonies, and remorse, and despair, and death, and insanity, 
m all their most appalling forms, shows that he has a heart that can feed on 
the purest sympathies of our nature, and deliver itself up to the sorrow^, 
the sadness, and the melancholy of humbler souls The “ Prisoner of 
Chillon” is a poem over which Infancy has shed its first mysterious tears 
for sorrows so alien to its on n happy innocence, — over which the gentle, 
pure, and piou> soul of Woman has brooded with ineffable, and yearning, 
and bursting tenderness of affection, — and over which old Age, almost 
loosened from this world, has bowed his hoary head m delighted approba- 
tion of that fraternal love, whose beauty and simplicity fling a radiance over 
the earth he is about to leave, and exhibit our fallen nature m near ap- 
proximation to the glories of its ultimate destiny The“ Lament” pos- 
sesses much of the tenderness and pathos of the <e Prisoner of Chillon ” 
Lord Byron has not delivered himself unto any one wild and fearful vision of 
the imprisoned Tasso, — he has not dared to allow himself to rush forward 
with headlong passion mto the horrors of his dungeon, and to describe, 
as he could fearfully have done, the conflict and agony of his uttermost 
despair,— but he shows us the poet sitting m his cell, and singing there — 
a low, melancholy, wailing lament, sometimes, indeed, '^bordering on utter 
wretchedness, but oftener partaking of a settfed grief, occasionally subdued 
into mournful resignation, cheered by delightful remembrances, and ele- 
vated by the confident hope of an immortal fame His is the gathered 
grief of many years, over which his soul has brooded, till she has m some 
measure lost the power of misen , and this soliloquy i§ one which we can 
believe he might have uttered to himself any morning, or noon, or night of 
his solitude, as he seemed to be half communing with his own heart, and 
half addressing the ear of that human nature from which he was shut out, 
but of which he felt the continual and abiding presence within his imagin- 
ation — Wilson 3 
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Long years ! — It tries the thrilling frame to bear 
And eagle-spirit of a Child of Song 
Long years of outi age, calumny, and wiong. 
Imputed madness, pnson’d solitude,^) 

And the mind’s canker m its sa\ age mood, 

\vhen the impatient thnst of light and an 


(1) [Tasso’s biogiapher, the Abate Serassi, has left it without doubt, 
that the first cause of the poet s punishment was his desire to be occa- 
sionally, or altogether, tree from his servitude at the court of Alfonso In 
1575, Tasso resoli ed to \isit Rome, and enjoj the indulgence of the 
jubilee s “ and this error,” says the \bate, “ increasing the suspicion 
already entertained, that he was in search of another service, was 
the origin of his misfortunes On his return to Ferrara, the Duke refused 
to admit him to an audience, and he was repulsed from the houses of all 
the dependants of the court, and not one of the promises which the 
Cardinal Albano had obtained for him were earned into effect Then 
it was that TVso — after haying suffered these hardships for some 
time, seeing himself constantly discountenanced by the Duke and the 
Princesses, abandoned b\ his friends, and derided by his enemies — could no 
longer contain himself within the bounds of moderation, but, giving vent 
to his choler, publicly broke forth into the most injurious expressions 
imaginable, both against the Duke and all the house of Este, cursing his 
past service, and retracting all the praises he had ever given in his verses 
to those princes, or to any indn idual connected with them, declaring that 
they were all a gang of poltroons, ingrates, and scoundrels (poltrom, 
angrati, e ribaldi) For this offence he was arrested, conducted to the 
hospital of St Anna, and confined m a solitary cell as a madman ” — 
Sera ssr, / ita del Tasso 3 
VOL XI 
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Parches the heart , and the abhorred grate. 
Marring the sunbeams with its hideous shade, 
Works through the throbbing eyebali to the bram 
With a hot sense of heaviness and pam , 

And bare, at once, Captivity display’d 
Stands scoffing through the never-opend gate, 
Which nothing through its bars admits, save day, 
And tasteless food, which I have eat alone 
Till its unsocial bitternes is gone , 

And I can banquet like a beast of prey, 

Sullen and lonely, couchmg m the cave 
Which is my lair, and — it may be — my grave (*) 
All this hath somewhat worn me, and ay wear, 
But must be borne I stoop not to despair , 

Foi I have battled with mine agony, 

And made me wings wherewith to overfly 
The narrow cucus of my dungeon wall, 

And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall , 


(1) [In the hospital of St Anna, at Ferrara, they show a cell, over the 
door of which is the following inscription — ee Rispettate, O posteri, la 
celebnta di questa stanza, dove Torquato Tasso, infenno pid di tristezza 
che delirio, ditenuto dimorb anm vu. mesi u , scrisse verse e prose, e fu 
nmesso m liberty ad mstanza della citth di Bergamo, nel giorno vi Luglio, 

1586 ” The dungeon is below the ground floor of the hospital, and the 

light penetrates through its grated window from a small } ard, which seems 
to have been common to other cells It is nine paces long, between five 
and six wide, and about seven feet high The bedstead, so they tell, has 
been carried off piecemeal, and the door half cut away by the devotion ot 
those whom “ the verse and prose ” of the prisoner have brought to 
Ferrara. The poet was confined in this room from the middle of March 
1579 to December 1580, when he was removed to a contiguous apartment 
much larger, m which, to use his own expressions, he could ec philosophise 
and walk about ” The inscription is incorrect as to the immediate cause 
of his enlargement, which was promised to the city of Bergamo, but was 
carried into effect at the intercession of Don Vincenzo Gonzaga, Prince 
of Mantua — Hobhouse 3 
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And levell’d among men and things divine* 

And pour'd my spint over Palestine* 

In honour of the sacred war for Him, 

The God who was on earth and is m heaven, 

Foi he hath strengthen’d me m heait and limb. 
That through this sufferance I might be forgiven, 

I have employ’d my penance to record 
How Salem’s shrine was won, and how adored 

ir 

But this is o’er — my pleasant task is done . — ( ] ) 
My long-sustaming fiiend of many years ! 

If I do blot thy final page with tears, 

Know, that sorrows have wiung from me none 
But thou, my young creation * my soul’s child * 
Which ever playing round me came and smiled, 
And woo’d me from myself with thy sweet sight 
Thou too art gone — and so is my delight 
And therefore do I weep and inly bleed 
With this last bruise upon a broken reed 
Thou too art ended — what is left me now’ 

For I have anguish yet to bear — and how ’ 

I know not that — but m the innate force 
Of my own spirit shall be found resource. 

I have not sunk, for I had no remorse, 


(1) [The opening lines bring the poet before us at once, as if the door of 
the dungeon was thrown open From this bitter complaint, how noblj the 
unconquered bard rises into calm, and serene, and dignified exultation over 
the beauty of “ that \oung creation, Ins soul’s child,” the Gierusalemme 
Liberate The exultaxion of conscious genius then dies awa>, and we 
behold him, “ bound between distraction and disease,” no longer m an in- 
spired mood, but sunk into the lowest prostration of human misery 
There is something terrible m this transition from divine rapture to 
degraded agony --Wilson ] 
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for cause for such they call’d me mad — and why ? 
)h Leonora T wilt not thou reply ?(i) 
was indeed delirious m my heart 
"o lift my love so lofty as thou art , 

$ut still my frenzy was not of the mind , 
knew my fault, and feel my punishment 
^ot less because I suffer it unbent 
That thou weit beautiful, and I not blind, 

[lath been the sm which shuts me from mankind , 
But let them go, or tortui e as they will, 

My heait can multiply thine image still , 

Successful love may sate itself away, 

The wretched are the faithful , ’tis then fate 
To have all feeling save the one decay, 

And every passion into one dilate, 

As rapid nveis into ocean pour, 

But Guis is fathomless, and hath no shore 

hi 

Above me, hark T the long and maniac ciy 
Of mmds and bodies m captivity 


(1) [In a letter written to his friend Scipio Gonzaga, shortly after his 
confinement, Tasso exclaims — “ Ah, wretched me 1 I had designed to 
v, rite, besides two epic poems of most noble argument, four tragedies, of 
which I had formed the plan I had schemed, too, many works in prose, 
on subjects the most lofty, and most useful to human life , I had designed 
to write philosophy with eloquence, m such a manner that there might 
remain of me an eternal memory m the world Alas’ I had expected to 
close my life with glory and renown , but now, oppressed by the burden of 
so many calamities, I have lost every prospect of reputation and of honour 
The fear of perpetual imprisonment increases my melancholy, the mdig 
nities which I suffer augment it , and the squalor of my oeard, my hair, 
and habit, the soididness and filth, exceedingly annoy me Sure am I, 
that, if she who so little ha 1 ? corresponded to my attachment^- if she saw 
me m such a«tate, and m such affliction — she would have some compassion 
on me ” — Open e } t \ p 3S7 3 
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And haik T the lash and the increasing howl, 

And the half-mai ticulate blasphemy 1 
Theie be some here with woise than fienzj foul, 
Some who do still goad on the o’ei-labout d mind, 
And dim the little light that’s left behind 
With needless torture, as their tyiant will 
Is wound up to the lust of doing ill ( J ) 

With these and with their victims am I class d, 
’Mid sounds and sights like these long years have 
pass’d , 

’Mid sights and sounds like these my life may close 
So let it be — for then I shall repose 

IV 

I have been patient, let me be so ;yet, 

I had foi gotten half I would foiget, 

But it levives — Oh r would it weie my lot 
To be foigetful as I am foigot ! — 

Feel I not wioth with those who bade me dwell 
In this vast lazar-house of many woes? 

Wheie laughtei is not mnth, noi thought the mmd, 
Noi vvoids a language, nor ev’n men mankind , 
Wheie cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows, 

And each is toitmed m his separate hell — 

Foi we aie ciowded m our solitudes — 

Many, but each divided by the wall, 

Which echoes Madness m her babbling moods , — 


(11 [For nearly the first > ear of his confinement Tasso endured •dl the 
horrors of a solitary cell, and was under the care ot a gaoler whose chief 
v irtue, although he was a poet and a man ot letters, was a cruel obedience 
to the commands of his prince His name was Agostino Mosti Tasso 
says of him, in a letter to his sister, (C ed usa meco ogm sorte di rigore ed 
mumamta. ” — Hobhouse ] 

G 3 
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While all can heai, none heed his neighbour’s call — 
None I save that One, the veriest wretch of all, (!) 
Who was not made to be the mate of these, 

Nor bound between Distraction and Disease 
Feel I not wroth with those who placed me here ? 
Who have debased me m the minds of men, 
Debarring me the usage of my own, 

Blighting my life m best of its caieer, 

Branding my thoughts as things to shun and fear ? 
Would I not pay them back these pangs again, 

And teach them inward Sorrow’s stifled gioan ? 
The struggle to be calm, and cold distress, 

Which undermines our Stoical success ? 

No T — still too proud to be vindictive,^ I 
Have pardon’d princes’ insults, and would die. 

Yes, Sister of my Sovereign T for thy sake 
I weed all bitterness from out my bieast, 

It hath no business where thou art a guest , 

Thy brother hates — but I can not detest , ( 1 2 ) 

Thou pitiest not — but I can not forsake 


(1) [This fearful picture is finely contrasted with that which Tasso 
draws of himself in youth, when nature and meditation were forming his 
wild, romantic, and impassioned genius Indeed, the great excellence of 
the “ Lament ” consists in the ebbing and flowing of the noble prisoner s 
soul , — his feelings often come suddenly from afar off, — sometimes gentle 
airs are breathing, and then all at once arise the storms and tempest,— the 
gloom, though black as night while it endures, gives way to frequent bursts 
of radiance, — and when the wild strain is closed, our pity and commiser- 
ation are blended with a sustaining and elevating sense of the grandeur 
and majesty of his character — Wilson 3 

(2) [Not long after his imprisonment, Tasso appealed to the mercy of 
Alfonso, in a canzone of great beauty, couched m terms so respectful and 
pathetic, as must have moved, it might be thought, the severest bosom to 
relent The heart of Alfonso was, however, impregnable to the appeal , 
and Tasso, m another ode to the princesses, whose pity he invoked m the 
name of their own mother, who had herself known, if not the like horrors, 
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V 

Look on a love tv Inch knows not to despair, (*) 
But all unquench’d is still my better part, 
Dwelling deep m my shut and silent heart 
As dwells the gather’d lightning m its cloud, 
Encompass’d with its daik and rolling shroud, 

Till struck, — forth flies the all-ethereal dart T 
And thus at the collision of thy name 
The vivid thought still flashes through my frame, 
And for a moment all things as they were 
Flit by me , — they aie gone — I am the same 
And yet my love without ambition giew , 

I knew thy state, my station, and I knew 
A Princess was no love-mate for a d , 

I told it not,*! breathed it not, it was 
Sufficient to itself, its own reward, 

And if my eyes reveal’d it, they, alas T 
Were punish’d by the silentness of thine 
And yet I did not ventuie to repine 
Thou wert to me a ciystal- gilded shrme, 
Worshiped at holy distance, and around 
Hallow’d and meekly kiss’d the saintly ground , 


the like solitude of imprisonment, and bitterness of soul tc Considered 
merely as poems,’* says Black, “ these canzoni are extremely beautiful, 
but, if we contemplate them as the productions of a mind diseased, they 
form important documents m the history of man ” — Life of Tasso , vol n 
p 4083 

(1} £ \s to the indifference which the Princess is said to have exhibited 
for the misfortunes of Tasso, and the little effort she made to obtain his 
liberty, this is one oLthe negative arguments founded on an hvpothesis 
that mav be easily destroyed by a thousand others equallv plausible Was 
not the Princess anxious to avoid her own nun In taking too warm an 
interest for the poet, did she not risk destroying hersell, without saving 
him 9 — Foscolo 3 

G 
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Not for thou wert a princess, but that Love 
Had lobed thee with a gloiy, and anay’d 
Thy lineaments m beauty that dismay’d — 

Oh J not dismay’d — but awed, like One above , 

And m that sweet seventy theie was 
A something which all softness did surpass — 

I know not how — thy genius master’d mine — 

My star stood still betoie thee — if it weie 
Presumptuous thus to love without design, 

That sad fatality hath cost me dear , 

But thou ait deaiest still, and I should be 
Fit for this cell, which wrongs me — but foi thee 
The very love which lock’d me to my chain 
Hath lighten’d half its weight , and foi the lest, 
Though heavy, lent me vigour to sustain. 

And look to thee with undivided bieast, 

And foil the ingenuity of Pam (*) 

VI 

It is no marvel — fiom my veiy bnth 

My soul was drunk with love, — which did peivade 

And mingle with whate’ei I saw on eaith , 

Of objects all inanimate I made 
Idols, and out of wild and lonely floweis, 

And locks, whereby they giew, a paradise, 

Where I did lay me down within the shade 
Of waving trees, and dream’d uncounted hours, 
Though I was chid for wandering , and the Wise 

(1) [Tasso’s profound and unconquerable love for Leonora, sustaining 
itself without hope throughout years of darkness and solitude, breathes a 
moral dignity over all his sentiments, and we feel the strength and power 
of his noble spirit m the un-upbraidmg devotedness of his passion — • 
Wilson ] 
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Shook then white aged heads o’er me, and said 
Of such materials wretched men were made, 

And such a tiuant bo) r would end in w r oe, 

And that the only lesson was a blow , — 

Ana then they smote me, and I did not w r eep, 

But cuised them m my heart, and to my haunt 
Return’d and wept alone, and dream’d again 
The \isions which anse without a sleep 
And with my yeais my soul began to pant 
With feelings of stiange tumult and soft pain , 

And the whole heart exhaled into One Want, 

But undefined and w andermg, till the da) 

I found the thing I sought — and that was thee , 
And then I lost ni) being all to be 
Absoib’d m dune — the world was past aw a) — 
Thou didst annihilate the earth to me T 

VII 

I lo\ed all Solitude — but little thought 
To spend I know not what of life, i emote 
Fiom all communion with existence, save 
The maniac and his tyiant , — had I been 
Their fellow, many years ere this had seen 
My mind like theirs con up ted to its giave, (*) 

But who hath seen me wnthe, or heard me rave 9 
Pei chance m such a cell we suffei moie 
Than the wreck’d sailoi on his desert shoie , 

The woild is all befoie him — mine is here , 

Scarce tw ice the space they must accord my bier 

(•corrupted') 

(1 j [MS — « M\ mind like theirs ^ or 5- to its grave ” — E J 

C adapted J 
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What though he perish, he may lift his eye 
And with a dying glance upbraid the sky — 

I will not raise my own m such repioof, 

Although J tis clouded by y dungeon roof 

VIII 

Yet do I feel at ti es my mind decline,^) 

But with a sense of its decay — I see 
Unwonted lights along my prison shine, 

And a strange demon, who is vexing me 
With pilfering pranks and petty pains, below 
The feeling of the healthful and the free , 

But much to One, who long hath suffer'd so, 
Sickness of heart, and narrowness of jilace, 

And all that ay be borne, or can debase 
I thought mine enemies had been but Man, 

But Spirits may be leagued with them — all Earth 
Abandons — Heaven forgets me, — m the dearth 
Of such defence the Powers of Evil can, 

It may be, tempt me further, — and prevail 
Against the outworn creature they assail 
Why m this furnace is my spmt proved 
Like steel m tempeiing fire ? because I loved p 


(!) [“ Nor do 1 lament,” wrote Tasso, shortly after his confinement, 
“ that my heart is deluged with almost constant misery, that my head 
is always heavy and often painful, that my sight and hearing are much 1 m 
paired, and that all my frame is become spare and meagre , hut, passing 
all this with a short sigh, what I would bewail is the infirmity of my 
mind My mind sleeps, not thinks , my fancy is chill, and forms no pic 
tures , my negligent senses will no longer furnish the images of things , 
my hand is sluggish m writing, and my pen seems as if it shrunk from the 
office I feel as if I were chained in all my operations, and as if I were 
overcome by an unwonted numbness and oppressive stupor” — Opt re 3 
t \m p 258 3 
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Because I loved what not to love, and see, 

Was more or less than mortal, and than me 

i\ 

I once was quick m feeling — that is o’er , — 

My scars are callous, or I should have dash’d 
My biain agamst these bars, as the sun dash’d 
In mockery through them, — if I bear and bore 
The much I have recounted, and the moie 
Which hath no words, — ’tis that I would not die 
And sanction with self-slaughter the dull lie 
Which snared me here, and with the brand of shame 
Stamp Madness deep into my memory, 

And woo Compassion to a blighted name, 

Sealing the sentence which my foes proclaim 
No — it shall be immortal T — and I make 
A futuie temple of my present cell, 

Which nations yet shall visit for my sake (*) 

While thou, Feriaraf when no longer dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shalt fall down, 

And ciumblmg piecemeal view thy heartless halls, 
A poet’s wreath shall be thine only crown, — 

A poet’s dungeon thy most far renown, 

While strangers wonder o’er thy unpeopled walls T (-) 

(1) [MS — “ Which | atter-da^l shaU usit f°L m y ^ake ” — L 3 

(°) [Those who indulge m the dreams of earthly retribution will obsem e, 
that the crueltv of Alfonso was not left without its recompense, even m 
his own person He survived the affection of his subjects and ot his 
dependants, who deserted him at his death , and suffered his body to be 
interred without princely or decent honours His last wishes were 
neglected , his testament cancelled His kinsman, Don Caesar, shrank from 
the excommunication of the \ atican, and, after a short struggle, or rather 
suspense, Ferrara passed awav for ever from the dominion of the house of 
Este. — Hobholse ] 
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And thou, Leonora T — thou — who wert ashamed 
That such as I could love — who blush’d to hear 
To less than monarchs that thou couldst be dear, 
Go * tell thy brother, that my heait, untamed 
By grief, years, weariness — and it may be 
A taint of that he would impute to me — 

From long infection of a den like this, 

Wheie the mind rots congenial with the abyss, 
Adores thee still , — and add — that when the toweis 
And battlements which guard his joyous horns 
Of banquet, dance, and revel, are forgot, 

Or left untended m a dull repose, 

This — this — shall be a consecrated spot T 
But Thou — when all that Birth and E^eauly thiows 
Of magic lound thee is extinct — shalt have 
One half the laurel which o’ei shades my giave ( J ) 


(1) [In July, 1586, after a confinement of more than seven years, Tasso 
was released from his dungeon In the hope of receiving his mother’s 
dowrj, and of again beholding his sister Cornelia, he shortly after visited 
Naples, where his presence was welcomed with every demonstration of 
esteem and admiration Being on a visit at Moladi Gaeta, he received the 
following remarkable tribute of respect Marco diSci irra, the notorious 
captain of a numerous troop of banditti, hearing wheie the great poet was, 
sent to compliment him, and offered him not only a free passage, but pro- 
tection by the way, and assured him that he and h s followers would be 
proud to execute his orders See Manso , T ita del TVrwu, p 219 Mr Ro- 
gers thus introduces the incident into his description of the life, “ fearful 
and full of change,” of the mountain robber — 

ee Time was, the trade was nobler, if not honest , 

When they that robb’d were men of better faith 
Than kings or pontiffs , when, such reverence 
The poet drew among the woods and wilds, 

A voice was heard, that never bade to sgare, 

Crying aloud, * Hence to the distant hills f 
Tas>so approaches , he, whose song beguiles 
The day of half its hours , whose sorcery 
Dazzles the -sense, turning our forest glades 
To lists that blaze with gorgeous armoury. 
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No power m death can teai our names apai t, 

As none m life could rend thee hom my heait (*) 

Yes, Leonoia T it shall be our fate 

To be entwined tor evei — but too late ! ( 2 ) 

Our mountain caves to regal palaces 
Hence, nor descend till he and his are gone 
Let him fear nothing r * ” — E } 

(wring I 

(lj [MS — “ As none m life could ■< wrench S-thee frommv heart E J 
t rend J 

(2) [The {t pleasures of imagination” hav e been explained and justified 
by Addison in prose, and by Akenside m verse but there are moments of 
real life when its miseries and its necessities seem to ov erpow or and destroy 
them The history of mankind, however, furnishes proofs, that no bodily 
suffering, no ad\ erse circumstances, operating on our material nature, will 
extinguish the spirit of imagination Perhaps there is no instance of this 
so very afftetmg and so very sublime as the case of Tasso They who hav e 
seen the dark, hor^r striking dungeon hole at Ferrara, m which he was 
confined seven vears under the imputation of madness, will have had this 
truth impressed upon their hearts m a manner never to be erased In this 
vault, of which the sight makes the hardest heart shudder, the poet em» 
plojed himself m finishing and correcting hisimmoital epic poem Lord 
Byron’s “ Lament ” on 'his subject is as sublime and profound a lesson in 
morality, and m the pictures of the recesses of the human soul, as it is a 
production most eloquent, most "pathetic, most vigorous, and most elevating 
among the gifts of the Muse The bosom which is not touched with it — 
the fancy which is not warmed, — the understanding which is not enlight- 
ened and ex ilted by it, is not fit for human intercourse If Lord Byron 
had w ritten nothing but this, to deny him the praise of a grand poet would 
have been flagrant injustice or gross stupidity — Sir Egerton Brvdoes ] 




BEPPO, 


A. VENETIAN STORY. 



Rosalind Farewell, Monsieur Traveller Look, jou lisp, and wear 
strange suits disable all the benefits of your own country , be out of love 
with your Nativity, and almost chide God for making you that countenance 
you are , or I will scarce think that >ou have swam in a Gondola 

As You Life It, Act XV Sc 1 

Annotation of the Commentates 

That is, been at Venice, which was much visited by<the young English 
gentlemen of those times, and was then what Paris is now — the seat ot 
all dissoluteness S A (1) 


(1) [Roger Ascham, Queen Elizabeth’s tutor, says, in his “ School- 
master ” — ** Although I was only nine days at V emce, I saw, m that little 
time, more liberty to sin, than ever I heard tell of m the city of London m 
nine yeai<? ” — E] 
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[Befpo was wiitten at Venice, in October, 1817, and ac- 
quned great popularity immediately on its publication m 
the May of the following year Lord Byron’s letters show 
that he attached \eiy little importance to it at the time He 
was not aware that he had opened a new vein, m which his 
genius was destined to work out some of its brightest triumphs. 
<e 1 have written,” he says to Mr Murray, <c a poem humor- 
ous, m or aftei the excellent manner of Mr Whistlecraft, and 
founded on a Venetian anecdote which amused me It is 
called JBcppo — the shoit name for Giuseppo, — -that is, the Joe 
of the Itihan Joseph It has politics and ferocity ” Again — 
“ Whistlecraft is mv immediate model, but Berm is the father 
of that kind of writing , which, I think, suits our language, too, 
\eiy well We^shall see In this experiment It will, at any 
rate, show that I can write cheerfully, and repel the charge of 
monoton^ and mannerism ” He w ished Mr Murr ly to accept 
of Beppo as a fiee gift, or, as he chose to express it, “ as part 
of the contract for Canto Fourth of Childe Harold , s * adding, 
however, — “if it pleases, you shall ha\e more m the same 
mood , for I know the Italian nay of life, and, as for the ierse 
and the passio ? s, I ha\e them still m tolerable \igour ” 

The Right Honourable John Hookham Frere has, then, bv 
Lord B\ron’s confession, the merit of having first mtioduced 
the Bernesque style into our language, but his peiformance, 
entitled “ Prospectus and Specimen of an intended National 
Woik, by William and Robert Whistleciaft, of Stowma’ket, 
m Suffolk, Harness and Collar Makers, intended to eompnsethe 
most interesting Particulars relating to King Arthur and his 
Round Table,” though it delighted all elegant and learned 
readeis, obtained at the time little notice from the public at large, 
and is alieady almost forgotten Foi the causes of this failure, 
about winch Mr Rose and others ha\e wntlen at some length, 
it appeals needless to look fuithei than the last sentence wc 
hate been quoting from the letters of the author of the more 
successful JBippo Whistlecraft bad the ier<e it had also 
VOL XI H 
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the humour, the wit, and even the poetry of the Italian model «, 
but it wanted the life of actual manners, and the strength 
of stirring passions Mr Frere had forgot, or was, with all 
his genius, unfit to profit by remembeimg, that the poets, 
whose style he was adopting, always made their style appear a 
secondary matter They never failed to embroider their merri- 
ment on the textuie of a really interesting story Lord Byron 
perceived this , and avoiding his immediate master’s one fatal 
error, and at least equalling him m the excellences winch he did 
display, engaged at once the sympathy of readers of every 
class, and became substantially the founder of a new species of 
English poetiy 

In justice to Mr Frere, however, whose “ Specimen ” has 
long been out of print, we must take this opportunity of show- 
ing how completely, as to style and versification, he had an- 
ticipated Beppo and Don Juan In the introductions to his 
cantos, and m various detached passages of mere description, 
he had produced precisely the sort of effect at which Lord 
Byron aimed m what we may call the secondary, or merely 
ornamental, parts of his Comic Epic For example, this is the 
beginning of Whistlecraft’s first canto — 

“ I ’ve often wish’d that I could write a book. 

Such as all English people might peruse, 

I never should regret the pains it took, 

That ’s just the sort of fame that I should choose 
To sail about the world like Captain Cook, 

I ’d sling a cot up for my favourite Muse, 

And we ’d take verses out to Demarara, 

To New South Wales, and up to Niagara. 

<e Poets consume exciseable commodities. 

They raise the nation’s spirit when victorious. 

They drive an export trade m whims and oddities, 

Making our commerce and revenue glorious , 

As an industrious and pains taking body ’tis 
That Poets should be reckon’d meritorious 
And therefore I submissively propose 
To erect one Board for Verse and one for Prose 

“ Princes protecting Sciences and Art 

I’ve often seen, m copper plate and print, 

I never saw them elsewhere, for my part, 

And therefore I conclude there’s nothing m ’t 
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But everj bod} knows the Regent’s heart, 

I trust he w on’t reject a well-meant hint , 

Each Board to hav e tv eh e members, w ith a seat 
To bring them in per ann five hundred neat — 

<c From Princes I descend to the Nobilitv 

In former times all persons of high stations, 

Lords, Baronets, and Persons of gentility. 

Paid twenty guineas for the dedications 
This practice was attended with utility. 

The patrons lived to future generations. 

The poets lived by their industrious earning,— 

So men alive and dead could live by Learning 

4t Then, twenty guineas was i little fortune , 

Now, we must starve unless the times should mend 
Our poets now-a dajs are deem’d importune 
If their addresses are diffusel} penn’d, 

Most fashionable authors make a short one 
To their own wife, or child, or pnv ate friend. 

To show their independence, I suppose , 

And tln| mav do for Gentlemen like those 

“ Lasth, the common people I beseech — 

Dear People’ if you think m\ verses clever. 
Preserve with care >our noble Parts of speed). 

And take it as a maura to endeavour 
To talk as } our good mothers used to teach. 

And then these lines of mine mav last for ever, 
And don t confound the language of the nation 
With long tail’d words m ositij and ation 

ct I think that Poets (whether Whig or Tory) 

(Whether thev go to meeting or to church) 

Should study to promote their country s glory 
With patriotic, diligent research , 

That children yet unborn may learn the storv, 

With grammars, dictionaries, canes, and birch 
It stands to reason— This was Homer’s plan. 

And we must do— like him— the best we can 

“ Madoc and Marmion, and many more. 

Are out m print, and most of them have sold 
Perhaps together they mav make a score , 

Richard tke First has had his story told. 

But there were Lords and Princes long before. 

That had behav ed themselv es like w amors bold 
Among the rest there was the great Kinc Arthir, 
What hero s fame was ev er carried farther 5 ” 

H 2 
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The following description of King Arthur’s Christmas at 
Carlisle is equally meritorious — . 

“ The Great King Arthur made a sumptuous Feast, 

And held his Royal Christmas at Carlisle, 

And thither came the Vassals, most and least. 

From every corner of this British Isle , 

And all were entei tam’d, both man and beast. 

According to their rank, in proper style, 

The steeds were fed and litter’d m the stable, 

The ladies and the knights sat down to table 

ei The bill of fare (as you may well suppose) 

Was suited to those plentiful old times. 

Before our modern luxuries arose. 

With truffles and ragouts, and various crimes , 

And therefore, from the original m prose 
I shall anange the catalogue m rhymes 
They served up salmon, venison, and wild boars 
By hundreds, and by dozens, and by scores 

jc\ 

** Hogsheads of honey, kilderkins of mustard, l 
Muttons, and fatted beeves, and bacon swine , 

Herons and bitterns, peacock, swan and bustard. 

Teal, mallard, pigeons, widgeons, and in fine 
Blum puddings, pancakes, apple pies and custard 
And therewithal they drank good Gascon wine. 

With mead, and ale, and cyder of oui o vn , 

For porter, punch, and negus were not known 

ee The noise and uproar of the scullery tribe, 

All pilfering and scrambling m their calling, 

Was past all powers of language to describe — 

I he din ot manful oaths and female squalling 
The sturdy porter, huddling up his bube. 

And then at random breaking heads and bawling. 

Outcries, and cries of order, and contusions. 

Made a confusion beyond all confusions , 

“ Beggars and vagabonds, blind, lame, and sturdy. 

Minstrels and singers with their various airs. 

The pipe, the tabor, and the hurdy gurdy. 

Jugglers and mountebanks with apes and bear®. 

Continued fiom the fir^t day to the thira daj , 

An nproai like ten thousand Smithfield fairs , 

There were wild beasts and foreign birds and creatures. 

And Jews a id Foreigners with foieign features 
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** All sorts of people there were seen together. 

All sorts of character*, all sorts of diessea , 

The fool with fox’s tail and peacock’s leather, 

Pilgrim*, and penitents, and grav e burgesses , 

The countiy people with their coats of leather. 

Vintners and vietu illers with cans and messes , 

Grooms, archers, varlets, falconers and yeomen. 

Damsels and waiting maids, and waiting women 

K But the profane, indelicate amours. 

The vulgar, unenhghten’d conversation 
Of minstrels, menials, courtezans, and boors, 

(Although appropriate to their meaner station) 

Would certainly revolt a taste like \ours , 

Therefore I shall omit the calculation 
Of all the curses, oaths, and cuts, and stabs, 

Occasion’d by their dice, and drink, and drabs 

“ We must take care in our poetic cruise. 

And never hold a single tack too long , 

Therefore my versatile, ingenious Muse,? 

Take#lea\ e ol this illiterate, low bred throng, 

Intending to present superior view , 

Which to genteeler compan> belong. 

And show the higher orders of society 
Behaving with pohteness and propriety 

ct And certainly they say, foi fine behaving 

King Arthur’s Court has nev er had its match , 

True point ot honour, without pride or braving, 

Strict etiquette for ever on the watch 
Their manners were refined and perfect — saving 
Some modern graces, which they could not catch. 

As spitting through the teeth, and driving stages. 
Accomplishments reserved for distant agea 

“ They look’d a manly, generous generation , 

Beards, shoulders, eyebrows, broad, and square, and th tk. 
Their accents firm and loud in conversation, 

Their eyes and gestures eager, sharp, and quick. 

Showed them prepared, on proper provocation. 

To give the he, pull noses, stab, and kick , 

And for that very reason, it is said, 

They were so very courteous and well bred. 

et The ladies look’d of an heroic race— 

At first a general likeness struck your eye, 

Tall figures, open features, oval face. 

Large eyes, with ample evebrows arch’d and high „ 

H 3 
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Their manners had an odd, peculiar grace. 

Neither repulsive, affable, nor shy, 

Majestical, reserved, and somewhat sullen. 

Their dresses partly silk, and partly -woollen ” 

The little snatches of critical quizzing introduced in 
Whistlecraft are perfect in their way Take, for example, 
this good humoured paiody on one of the most magnificent 
passages in Wordsworth — 

ec In castles and m courts Ambition dwells. 

But not m castles or in courts alone, 

She breathed a wish, throughout those sacred cells. 

For bells of Iaigei size, and louder tone. 

Giants abominate the sound of bells. 

And soon the fierce antipathy was shown. 

The tinkling and the jingling, and the clangor. 

Roused their irrational, gigantic anger 

“ Unhappy mortals f ever blind to fate * S' 

Unhappy Monks T you see no danger nigh , 

Exulting m their sound, and size, and weight, 

From morn till noon the merry peal you ply 
The belfry rocks, your bosoms are elate. 

Your spirits with the ropes and pulleys fly , 

Tired, but transported, panting, pulling, hauling. 

Ramping and stamping, overjoy d and bawling 


Meanwhile the solemn mountains that surrounded 
The silent valley where the convent lay, 

"Vv ith tmtinnabular uproar were astounded. 

When the first peal burst foith at break of day 
Feeling their granite ears severely wounded. 

They scarce knew what to think, or what to say , 
And (though large mountains commonly conceal 
Their sentiments, dissembling what they feel. 


“ Yet) Cadeo -Gibbnsh from his cloudy throne 
To huge Loblommon gave an intimation 
Of this strange rumour, with an awful tone. 
Thundering his deep surprise and indignation , 
The lesser hills, in language of their own. 
Discuss'd the topic by reverberation , 
Discoursing with their echoes all day long , 

Their only conversation was , c ding-dong * M 
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Mr Rose has a -very elegant essay on Whistlecraft, m his 
C( Thoughts and Recollections b) One of the last Century, 5 ’ 
which thus concludes — 

ec Beppo, which had a story, and which pointed but one wav, met with 
signal and universal success, while * The Monks and the Giants have 
been little appreciated, by the majority of readers "let those who will only 
laugh upon a sufficient warrant, may, on analjsing this braiura poem, 
find legitimate matter for their mirth The want of meaning cannot 
certainly be objected to it, with reason , for it contains a deep substratum 
of sense, and does not exhibit a character w hich has not, or might not, 
have its parallel in nature I remember at the time this poem w as pub- 
lished, (which w as, w hen the Trench monarchy seemed endangered by the 
vacillating conduct of Louis XVIII , who, under the guidance of successive 
ministers, was trimming between the loyalists and the hberals, apparently 
thinking that civility and conciliation w as a remedy for all evils,) a friend 
dared me to prov e my assertion , and, by wav of a text, referred me to the 
character of the crippled abbot, under w hose direction, 

4 The convent was all going to the devil, 

While he, poor creature, thought himself beloved 
For saying handsome things, and being civil. 

Wheeling about as he was pull’d and sbov ed ’ 

“ The obv ious application of this was made b\ me to Louis Will and 
if it was not the intention of the author to designate him in particular, 
the applicability of the passage to the then state of Trance, and her ruler, 
shows, at least, the intrinsic truth of the description Take, m the same 
way, the character of Sir Tristram, and we shall find its elements, if not 
m one, m different living persons 

‘ Songs, music, languages, and many a lay 
Asturian, or Armonc, Irish, Basque, 

His> ready memon seized and bore away , 

And e*er when the ladies chose to ask, 

Sir Tristram was prepared to sing and play. 

Not like a minstrel, earnest at his task. 

But with a sportive, careless, easy style. 

As if he seem’d to mock himself the while 

* His ready wit, and rambling education, 

W ith the congenial influence of his stars. 

Had taught him all the arts of conversation. 

All game* of skill, and stratagems of wars , 

His birth, it seems, by Merlin’s calculation. 

Was under Venus, Mercury, and Mars 
His mind with all their attributes was mix’d, 

And, like those planets, wand’nng and unfix’d.’ 

H 4 
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** Who can read this description, without recognising m it the portraits 
(flattering portraits, perhaps) of two military characters well known m 
society 9 ” 

The leader will find a copious criticism on "Whistlecraft, 
from the pen of Ugo Foscolo, m tlie Quarterly Review^ 
vol xxi — E ] 
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’Tis known, at least it should be, that throughout 
All countries of the Catholic pei suasion, 

Some weeks befoie Shrove Tuesday comes about, 
The people take their fill of recreation, 

And buy repentance, ere they grow de\ out, 
However high then rank, or low then station, 
With fiddlmg, feasting, dancing, drinking, masqumg, 
And other things which may be had for asking 

ii 

The moment night with dusky mantle co\ ers 
The skies (and the more duskily the better), 

The time less liked by husbands than by loveis 
Begins, and prudery flings aside her fetter , 

And gaiety on restless tiptoe hovei s, 

Giggling with all the gallants who beset her , 
And there aie songs and quavers, roaring, humming, 
Guit°is, and every other sort of saumraing. 
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III 

And there aie dresses splendid, but fantastical, 
Masks of all times and nations, Turks and Jews, 
And harlequins and clowns, with feats gymnastical, 
Greeks, Romans, Yankee-doodles, and Hindoos , 
All kinds of dress, except the ecclesiastical, 

All people, as their fancies hit, may choose, 

But no one in these parts may quiz the clergy, — 
Theiefoie take heed, ye Fieethmkers T I chaige ye 

IV 

You’d bettei walk about begnt with briars, 

Instead of coat and smallclothes, than put on 
A single stitch 1 effecting upon friars, 

Although you swore it only was in fun , 

They’d haul you o’er the coals, and stir the fires 
Of Phlegethon with every mother’s son, 

Nor say one mass to cool the caldron’s bubble 
That boil’d youi bones, unless you paid them double 

v 

But saving this, you may put on whate’er 
You like by way of doublet, cape, or cloak, 

Such as m Monmouth-street, 01 m Rag Fair, 
Would rig you out in senousness or joke , 

And even in Italy such places aie, 

With prettiei name m softer accents spoke, 

For, bating Covent Garden, I can hit on 

No place that’s call’d “ Piazza” m £heat Britain ( ! ) 


(1) IMS — (C For, bating Covent Garden, I can’t bit on 
A place,” &c 3 
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VI 

This feast is named the Carnival^ 1 ) which being 
Intel preted implies “ fai ewell to flesh ” 

So call’d, because the name and thing agieemg, 
Thiough Lent they live on fish both salt and fiesh 
But why they usher Lent w ith so much glee m, 

Is more than I can tell, although I guess 
’Tis as we take a glass with fi lends at paitmg, 

In the stage-coach or packet, just at staitmg 

VII 

And thus they bid fai ewell to carnal dishes, 

And solid meats, and highly spiced ragouts, 

To live for foity days on ill-dress’d fishes, 

Because they have no sauces to their stews, 

(1) £“ The Carnival,” says Mr Rose, " though it is gayer or duller, ac- 
cording to the genius of the nations which celebrate it, is, m it 4 general 
character, ncarh the same all over the pemnsu’a, The beginning is hhe 
anv other season, towards the middle you begin to meet masques and 
mummer;, m sunshine m the last fifteen days the plot thickens, and 
during the three last all is hurlv burly But to paint these, which may be 
almost considered as a separate festival, I must avail myself of the words of 
Messrs \\ llliam and Thomas \Vhistlecraft,m whose * Prospectus md Speci- 
men of an intended National Work * I find the description ready made to 
my hand, observing that, besides the ordinary dramatis persons, — 

* Beggars and v agabonds, blind, lame, and sturdy. 

Minstrels and singers, with their various airs. 

The pipe, the tabor, and the hurdy-gurdy. 

Jugglers and mountebanks, with apes and bears. 

Continue, from the first day to the third day, 

An uproar like ten thousand Smithfield fairs ’ 

The shops are shut, all business is at a stand, and the drunken cries heard 
at night afford a clear proof of the pleasures to which these days of leisure 
are dedicated These hohd ivs may surelv be reckoned amongst the second- 
ary causes which contribute to the indolence of the Italian, since they re- 
concile this to his conscience, as being of religious institution Now there 
is, perhaps, no offence which is so unproportionably punished by conscience 
as that of indolence With the wicked man, it is an intermittent disease , 
with the idle man, it is a chrome one ” — Letters fiam the North of Italy 
vol u p 171 3 
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A thing which causes many “ poohs” and “ pishes,” 
And seveial oaths (which would not suit the 
Muse), 

From tiavellers accustom’d from a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy , 

VIII 

And theiefore humbly I would recommend 

“ The curious m fish-sauce,” before they cross 
The sea to bid their cook, or wife, or friend, 

Walk or ride to the Strand, and buy m gioss 
(Or if set out beforehand, these may send 
By any means least liable to loss), 

Ketchup, Soy, Chili-vinegar, and Harvey, 

Or, by the Lord * a Lent will well mgli starve ye , 

IX 

That is to say, if your leligion’s Roman, 

And you at Rome would do as Romans do, 
According to the proverb, — although no man, 

If foreign, is obliged to fast , and you, 

If Protestant, 01 sickly, or a woman, 

Would rather dme m sin on a ragout — 

Dme and be d — d f I dont mean to be coarse, 

But that’s the penalty, to say no worse. 

x 

Of all the places where the Carnival 
Was most facetious m the days of yore, 

For dance, and song, and serenade, and ball, 

And masque, and mime, and mystery, and more 
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Than I have time to tell now, or at all, 

Venice the bell from every city bore, — 

And at the moment when I fix my story, 

That sea-born city was m all her glory. 

XI 

They’ve pretty faces yet, those same Venetians, 
Black eyes, aich’d blows, and sweet expiessions 
still , 

Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, 

In ancient arts by moderns mimick’d ill , 

And like so many Venuses of Titian’s 
(The best’s at Fioience( 1 ) — see it, if ye will,) 
They look wh^n leaning over the balcon} , 

Or stepp’d fiom out a picture by Gioigione,( 2 ) 

XII 

Whose tints aie tiuth and beaut} at then best, 
And when you to Manfiim’s palace go,(->) 

That picture (howsoever fine the lest) 

Is loveliest to my mmd of all the show , 


(1) [“ kt Florence I lemamed but a da}, ha\mg a hurry for Rome 
Howeaer, 1 went to the two gallenes, from which one returns drunk with 
beauty, but there aie sculpture and painting, which, foi the first time, 
gave me an idea of what people mean b\ then cant, about those two most 
artificial of the aits What struck me most were, — the mistress of Ra- 
phael, a poi trait*', the mistress of Titian, a portrait, a \ enus of Titian, 
m the Medici gallerv — the Venus, Canoaa’s "Venus, also m the other 
gallery,” & c — B Letters, 1817 3 

(2) [“ 1 1 now nothing of pictures myself, and care almost as little , but 
to me theie aie none likt the Venetian — aboit all, Giorgione I remem- 
ber well his Judgment of Solomon, m the Man c ilcln g'dlerj m Bologna. 
The real mother is beautiful, evquisiteR beautiful ” — B I etu js, 1820 3 

(") [The following is Loid Bj ion’s account ot his ms t to this palace, m 
April, 1817 — “ To day, I ha\ e been over tne Manf nu palace, famous foi 
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It may perhaps be also to your zest. 

And that’s the cause I rhyme upon it so 
’Tis but a portrait of his son, and wife, 

And self, but such a woman T love m life T ( ] ) 

XIII 

Love in full life and length, not love ideal, 

No, nor ideal beauty, that fine name* 

But something better still, so very real, 

That the sweet model must have been the same , 
A thing that you would pui chase, beg, or steal, 
Wer ’t not impossible, besides a shame 
The face recalls some face, as ’twere with pain, 

You once have seen, but ne’er will se^ again , 


its pictures Amongst them, there is a portrait of Ariosto, by Titian, sur- 
passing all my anticipation ot the power of painting or human expression 
it is the poetry of portrait, and the portrait of poetry There was also 
one of some learned lady centuries old, whose name I forget, but whose 
features must always be remembered I ne\ er saw greater beauty, or sweet- 
ness, or wisdom , — it is the kind of face to go mad for, because it cannot 
walk out of its frame There is also a famous dead Christ and live 
Apostles, for which Bonaparte offered in vam five thousand louis , and of 
which, though it is a capo d opera of Titian, as I am no connoisseur, I sav 
little, and thought less, except of one figure m it There are ten thousand 
others, and some very fine Giorgiones amongst them There is an original 
Laura and Petrarch, very hideous both Petrarch has not only the dress, 
but the features and air of an old woman , and Laura looks by no means 
like a young one, or a pretty one What struck most in the general col- 
lection, was the extreme resemblance of the style of the female faces m 
the mass of pictures, so many centuries or generations old, to those you 
see and meet ex ery day among the existing Italians The Queen of Cy- 
prus and Giorgione’s wife, particularly the latter, are Venetians as it were 
ot yesterday , the same eyes and expression, and, to my mind, there is none 
finer You must recollect, however, that I know jjothmg of painting, and 
that I detest it, unless it reminds me of something I have seen, or think it 
possible to see ”] 

(1) [This appears to be an incorrect description of the picture, as, 
according to Vasari and others, Giorgione never was married, and died 
young — E.] 
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XIV 

One of those foims which flit by us, when we 
Are young, and fix oui eyes on eveiy face, 

And, oh * the lovehness at times we see 
In momenta! y gliding, the soft grace. 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty which agree, 

In many a nameless being we letrace. 

Whose couise and home we knew not, noi shall know, 
Like the lost Pleiad ( ] ) seen no more below’ 

xv 

I said that like a picture by Gioigione 
Venetian women were, and so they are, 

Parti culaily seen fiom a balcony, 

< (For beauty ’s sometimes best set off afar) 

And theie, just like a heroine of Goldoni, 

They peep fiom out the blind, or o'er the bar , 
And tiuth to sa;y they he mostly very pietty, 

And rather like to show it, more ’s the pity T 

XVI 

For glances beget ogles, ogles sighs, 

Sighs wishes, wishes words, and w oids a letter, 
Which flies on wings of light-heeled Mei curies, 

Who do such things because the} know no better , 
And then, God knows, what mischief may arise, 
When love links two young people m one fetter, 
Vile assignations, and adulterous beds, 

Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, and heads 


(I) tc Qua; septem dici se\ tamen ease solent ” — - 0\ id 
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Shakspeare described the sex m Desdemona 
As very fair, but yet suspect m fame,(i) 

And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same, 

Except that since those times was never known a 
Husband whom mere suspicion could inflame 
To suffocate a wife no moi e than twenty, 

Because she had a 44 cavalier servente ** 

XVIII 

Their jealousy (if they are ever jealous) 

Is of a fair complexion altogether 
Not like that sooty devil of Othello’s ^ 

Which smothers women m a bed ol feather, 

But woithier of these much more jolly fellows, 
When weary of the matrimonial tether 
His head for such a wife no mortal bothers, 

But takes at once another, or anothei’s ( 1 2 ) 

XIX 

Didst ever see a Gondola? For feai 

You should not, I’ll descnbe it you exactly 
’Tis a long cover’d boat that’s common here, 
Carved at the piow, built lightly, but compactly, 


(1) [ <f Look to t 

In Venice they do let heaven see the prinks 

They daie not show their husbands , their best conscience 

Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown*” — Othello ] 

(2) [ £C Jealousy is not the o'-dei of the day m Venice, and diggers ire 
out of fashion, while duels on love matters are uni nown— le?«t, with 
the husband* ” — JB Lettns J 
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Bow’d by two lowers, each call’d “ Gondohei,” 
It glides along the water looking blackly, 

Just like a coffin clapt m a canoe, 

Where none can make out what you say 01 do 

xx 

And up and down the long canals they go, 

And undei the Bialto ( x ) shoot along, 

By night and day, all paces, sw ift or slow, 

And lound the theatres, a sable throng, 

They wxut m then dusk lively of woe, — 

But not to them do woful things belong, 

Tor sometimes they contain a deal of fun, 

Like mourning, coaches when the funeral’s done 

x\i 

But to my story — ’Twas some years ago, 

It may be thn ty, foi ty, more 01 less, 

The cainual was at its height, and so 
Were all kinds of buffooneiy and dress, 


(U [An English abbreviation. Kialto is the name not of the bridge, but 
of the island from which it is called, and the Venetians sav, ll ponte di 
Rialto, as we say \\ estnnnster Bridge In that island is the Exchange, 
and I have often walked there as on classic ground In the da>s ot 
Antonio and Bass, am o it w as second to none “ I sotto portichi, * sav s 
Sansovino, writing m 1580, “ sono ogm giorm Irequentati da 1 mercatanti 
I lorentini, Genov esi, "Milanesi, Spagnuoli, Turchi, e d altre nationi div erst 
del mondo, 1 ouali vl concorrono in tint copn,che questa piazza b anno 
verata fra le prime dell' umveiso” Itvvastheie that the Christian held 
discourse with the Jew , and Sin loch nieis to it, when he sajs, 

“ Signor \n*omo, mam a time and olt. 

In the Fialto, \ou hav e rated me *’ 

‘ Amdinmo i Rialto * — ( 1 ora di Rialto ’ — w ere on every tongue , and con 
tmue so to the present day — Roger., J 

VOL XI. I 
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A certain lady went to see the show, 

Her real name I know not, nor can guess, 

And so well call hei Laura, if you please, 
Because it slips into my veise with ease 

XXIX 

She was not old, nor young, noi at the years 
Which certain people call a “ certain age” 
Which yet the most uncertain age appeals, 
Because I never heard, noi could engage 
A person yet by prayers, or bribes, or teai s, 

To name, define by speech, or wnte on page, 
The period meant precisely by that woid, — ■ 
Which suiely is exceedingly absurd * 

XXIII 

Lauia was blooming still, had made the best 
Of time, and time return’d the compliment, 
And treated hei genteelly, so that, dress’d, 

She look’d extremely well where’er she went , 
A pretty woman is a welcome guest, 

And Laura’s biow a fiown had rarely bent, 
Indeed she shone all smiles, and seem’d to flatter 
Mankind with hei black eyes for looking at hei 

XXIV 

She was a mained woman , ’tis convenient, 
Because m Christian countries ’tis a rule 
To view their little slips with eyes snore lenient , 
Wheieas if single ladies play the fool, 
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(Unless within the period mteivement 

A well-timed w eddmg makes the scandal cool) 

I don’t know how they ever can get over it, 

Except they manage never to disco\ ei it 

XXV 

Hei husband sail’d upon the Adriatic, 

And made some voyages, too, m other seas, 

And when he lay m quaiantme for pratique 
(A forty da} s’ piecaution ’gainst disease), 

His wife would mount, at times, her highest attic, 
For thence she could discern the ship with ease 
He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 

His name Gisseppe, call’d moie bnefly, Beppo 

wvi 

He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard, 

Sunburnt with travel, yet a portly figure , 
Though colour’d, as it were, within a tanyard, 

He was a person both of sense and vigour — 

A better seaman nevei yet did man yaid . 

And she , although hei manners show’d no rigour, 
Was deem’d a woman of the stuctest pi maple, 

So much as to be thought almost invincible ( ] ) 


(1) [“ The general state of morals here is much the same as m the Doges’ 
time a woman is \irtuous (according to the code* vho limits herself to 
her husband and one lover , those who hive two, three, or more, are a 
little wild, but it is only tho c e who are lncuscrimmntelv diffuse, and term 
a low connection, who -re considered as overstepping the modest} ot mar- 
riage There is no convincing a woman here, that she is in the smallest 
degree deviating from the rule of right or the fitness of things, in having 
an amojoso The great sm seems to lie m conceding it, or having more 
than one, that is, unless such an extension of tl e prerogative is under 
stood and approved ot bj the prior cl umr>t ” *— £ In trs, IS 17 3 

i 2 
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But seveial yeais elapsed since they had met , 
Some people thought the ship was lost, and some 
That he had somehow blundei’d into debt, 

And did not like the thought of steei mg home , 
And theie were several offer'd any bet, 

Or that he would, oi that he would not come, 

Foi most men (till by losing lendei’d sagei) 

Will back then own opinions with a wager 


XXVIII 

’Tis said that then last parting was pathetic, 

As pai tings often are, 01 ought to bfc, 

And then piesentiment was quite piophetic 
That they should nevei more each other see, 
(A sort of moibid feeling, half poetic, 

Which I have known occur m two 01 three,) 
When kneeling on the shoie upon her sad knee, 
He left this Adriatic Ai ladne 


XXIX 

And Laura waited long, and wept a little, 

And thought of weai mg weeds, as well she might , 
She almost lost all appetite for victual, 

And could not sleep with ease alone at night , 
She deem’d the wmdow r -frames and shutters brittle 
Against a daring housebreaker 01 'spute, 

And so she thought it piudent to connect her 
With a vice-husband, chiefly to protect her 
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She chose, (and what is theie they will not choose, 
If only ;you will but oppose then choice ; ) 

Till Beppo should letum fiom his long ciuise, 

And bid once moie hei faithful heait lejoice, 

A man some women like, and yet abuse — 

A coxcomb was he by the public %oice , 

A Count of wealth, they said, as well as quality , 
And m his pleasures of great Iibeiahty ( ] ) 

xxxr 

And then he w as a Count, and then he knew 

Music, and dancing, fiddling, French and Tuscan , 
The last not easy, be it known to you, 

For few Italians speak the 1 lght Eti uscan 
He was a cntic upon opeias, too, 

And knew r all niceties of the sock and buskm , 
And no Venetian audience could endure a 
Song, scene, or an, wdien he cued “ seccatuia*” 

XXXIX 

His “ biavo” was decisive, foi that sound 
Hush’d “ Academie” sigh’d m silent awe , 

The fiddlers tiembled as he look’d aiound, 

Foi fear of some false note’s detected flaw. 

The “ pinna donna s” tuneful lieai t would bound, 
Dreading the deep damnation of his “ bah 
Soprano, basso, even the contra-alto, 

Wish’d him fix q fathom under the Bialto 

(1) [MS —“A Count of wealth mfaior to hib qualiW, 

W Inch some* hat limited his liberals 

I 3 
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He patronised the Improvisatory 

Nay, could himself extemponse some stanzas, 
Wrote rhymes, sang songs, could also tell a story, 
Sold pictures, and was skilful in the dance as 
Italians can be, though m this then glory [has. 
Must suiely yield the palm to that which Fiance 
In short, he was a peifect cavahero, 

And to his very valet seem’d a hero 


xxxiv. 

Then he was faithful too, as well as amoious, 

So that no sort of female could complain, 
Although they're now and then a little clamorous, 
He never put the pie tty souls in pam , 

His heait was one of those which most enamour us, 
Wax to receive, and marble to retain. 

He was a lovei of the good old school, 

Who still become more constant as they cool 


xxxv 

No wondei such accomplishments should turn 
A female head, however sage and steady — * 
With scarce a hope that Beppo could return, 

In law he was almost as good as dead, he 
Nor sent, nor wiote, noi show’d the least concern, 
And she had waited sevetal years already , 

And really if a man won’t let us know 
That he’s alive, he’s dead , 01 should be so. 
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XWVI 

Besides, w ithin the Alps, to every w oman, 
(Although, God knows, it is a grievous sm,) 

*Tis, I may say, permitted to have two men , 

I can’t tell wdio hist bi ought the custom in, 

But “ Cavalier Serventes” are quite common, 

And no one notices nor cares a pm , 

And we may call this (not to say the worst) 

A second marriage which corrupts the first 

XXX VII 

The word was foimerly a “ Cicisbeo,” 

But that is now gi ow r n vulgai and indecent , 

The Spamaids call the peison a “ Cortejo”Q ) 

For the same mode subsists m Spam, though recent , 
In short it leaches tiom the Po to Teio, 

And may peihaps at last be o’er the sea sent 
ButHeaven preserve Old Englandirom such courses r 
Or rvhat becomes of damage and divorces p 

XXXVIII 

However, I still think, with all due defeience 
To the fair single pait of the Creation, 

That marued ladies should preserve the preference 
In tete-a tete or general conversation — 

And this I say without pecuhai refei ence 
To England, France, or any other nation — 
Because they know 7 the world, and ai e at ease, 

And being natural, naturally please 

(1) Cortejo is pronounced Corte/zo, with an aspirate, according to the 
Arabesque guttural It means what there is as aet no precise name for m 
England, though the practice is as common as m an> tramontane country 
whatever 

I 4> 
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5 Tis true, your budding Miss is veiy charming, 

But shy and awkwaid at first coming out, 

So much alaim’d, that she is quite alarming, 

Ail Giggle, Blush , half Pertness, and half Pout , 
And glancing at Mamma . , for fear there’s haim m 
What you, she, it, 01 they, may be about, 

The Nurseiy still lisps out mall they utter — 
Besides, they always smell of bread and butter 


XL 

But w£ Cavahei Servente” is the phiase 
Used in politest cncles to expiess 
This supernumerary slave, who stays ^ 

Close to the lady as a part of dress, 

Her word the only law which he obeys 
His is no smecuie, as you may guess, 
Coach, servants, gondola, he goes to call, 
And carries fan and tippet, gloves and shawl 


XLI 

With all its sinful doings, I must say, 

That Italy’s a pleasant place to me, 

Who love to see the Sun shme every day, 

And vines (not nail’d to walls) fiom tiee to tiee 
Festoon’d, much like the back scene of a play, 

Or melodrame, which people flock to see, 

When the hist act is ended by a dance 
In vineyards copied from the south of France 
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XLII 

I like on Autumn evenings to ude out, 

Without being foiced to bid my gioom be sure 
My cloak is lound Ins middle stiapp’d about, 
Because the slues aie not the most secuie, 

I know too that, if stopp’d upon my loute, 

Wheie the gieen alleys wmdmgly alluie, 

Heeling with grapes led waggons choke the iuj, — 
In England ’twould be dung, dust, or a dray 


XLIII 

I also like to dine on betaficas, 

To see the Sun set, sure he’ll rise to-moirow, 
Not thiough a misty morning twinkling weak as 
A di unken man’s dead e}e m maudlin sorrow. 
But with all Heav en t’ himself , that da} w ill break as 
Beauteous as cloudless, noi be forced to bonow T 
That soit of fai thing candlelight which glimmeis 
Wheie reeking London’s smoky caldion simmers 


XL IV 

I love the language, that soft bastard Latin, 

\\ Inch melts like kisses from a female mouth, 
And sounds as if it should be w i it on satm, 

With syllables which breathe of the sweet South 
And gentle liquids gliding all so pat m, 

That not a single accent seems uncouth, 

Like oui harsh noithem whistling, giuntmg guttural 
Which we le obliged to hiss, and spit, and sputter all 
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I like the women too (forgive my folly), 

Fiom the rich peasant cheek of ruddy bionze, (i) 
And laige black eyes that flash on you a volley 
Of rays that say a thousand things at once, 

To the high dama’s brow, more melancholy, 

But clear, and with a wild and liquid glance, 
Heart on her lips, and soul within her eyes, 

Soft as her clime, ( 1 2 ) and sunny as her skies. ( 3 ) 

XLVI 

Eve of the land which still is Paradise J 
Italian beauty I didst thou not inspire 
Raphael, ( 4 ) who died m thy embrae^, and vies 
With all we know of Heaven, or can desire, 

In what he hath bequeath d us ? — m what guise, 
Though flashing from the feivour of the lyie, 
Would words describe thy past and piesent glow, 
While yet Canova can cieate below ? ( 5 ) 


(1) [MS — “ From the tall peasant with her ruddy bronze ”] 

(£) [MS — “ Like her own clime, all sun, and bloom, and skies ”] 

(3) [In these lines the author rises above the usual and appropnate pitch 
of his composition, and is betrayed into something too like enthusiasm and 
deep feeling for the light and fantastic strain of his poetry Neither does 
the fit go off) for he rises quite into rapture m the succeeding stanza 
This is, however, the only slip of the kind in the whole work — the only 
passage m which the author betrays the secret (which might, however, have 
been suspected) of his own genius, and his aftimty to a higher order of 
poets than those to whom he has here been pleased to hold out a model ** 
— JCFrREI 3 

(4) Foi the received accounts of the cause of Raphael’s death, see his 

lives r 

(5) (In talking thus, the Writer, more especially 

Of women, would be undei stood to say. 

He speaks as a spectator, not officially. 

And always, reader, m a modest way, 
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“ England * with all thy faults I love thee still,” 

I said at Calais, and have not forgot it , 

I like to speak and lucubrate my fill , 

I like the government (but that is not it) , 

I like the fi eedom of the press and quill , 

I like the Habeas Corpus (when we\e got it) , 

I like a parliamentary debate, 

Particularly when ’tis not too late , 

XL VIII 

I like the taxes, when they he not too many, 

I like a seacoal fire, when not too dear , 

I like a beef-steak, too, as w ell as any , 

Have no objection to a pot of beei , 

I like the weather, when it is not rainy, 

That is, I like tw o months of ever} year 
And so God save the Regent, Church, and King T 
Which means that I like all and e\er} thing 

XLIX 

Our standing army, and disbanded seamen, 

Poor’s late, Refoim, my own, the nation’s debt, 
Oui little riots just to show we are free men, 

Our tufting bankiuptcies m the Gazette, 

Our cloudy climate, and our chilly women, 

All these I can foigive, and those forget, 

And greatly veneiate our recent gloues, 

And wish they were not owing to the Tories 

Perhaps, too, in. no v ery great degree shall he 
Appear to have offended in this lav. 

Since, as all know, without the se\, our sonntS 
Woidd seem unhnish’d, like their until min’d bonnet 

(S«,ncdl Prim dr’s Devil. 
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But to my tale of Lauia, — foi I find 
Digiession is a sm, that by degrees 
Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind, 

And, therefore, may the reader too displease — 
The gentle reader, who may wax unland, 

And caring little for the author’s ease, 

Insist on knowing what he means, a hai d 
And hapless situation for a baid 

ii. 

Oh that I had the ait of easy wilting 

What should be easy reading * could I scale 
Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty poems never known fo fail, 

How quickly would I print (the woild delighting) 

A Giecian, Syrnn, or Assyrian tale, 

And sell you, mix’d with western sentimentalism, 
Some samples of the finest Orientalism 

LIX 

But I am but a nameless soi t of person, 

(A broken Dandy (i) lately on my tiavels) 

And take for ihyme, to hook my i ambling veise on, 
The fiist that Walker’s Lexicon umavels, 

And when I can’t find that, I put a woise on, 

Not caring as I ought for cntics’ cavils , 

I’ve half a mind to tumble down to prose, 

But veise is more m fashion — so here goes 

(1) The expressions * blue s tod mg' and ‘ dandy * may furnish 
matter for the learning of a commentator at some future period At this 
moment, every English reader will understand them Our present 
ephemeral dandy is akin to the maccaiom of my earlier days The first 
of those expressions has "become classical, by Mrs Hannah More s poem 
of f Bas Bleu/ and the other by the use of it m one of Lord Byron’s 
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The Count and Lama made then new arrangement, 
Which lasted, as anangements sometimes do, 

For half a dozen yeais without estrangement. 

They had their little differ ences, too , 

Those jealous whiffs, which ne\ er any change meant. 

In such affairs there probably are few 
Who have not had this pouting soit of squabble, 
Fiom sinners of high station to the rabble 

RIV 

But, on the whole, they weie a happy pan, 

As happy as unlaw iul love could make them. 

The gentleman was fond, the lady fan, 

Their chain | so slight, ’tw as not worth while to 
bieak them 

The v r oild beheld them w ith indulgent an , 

The pious only wish d u the cle\il take them T ” 
He took them not, he \erj often w r aits, 

And leaves old sinners to be }oung ones’ baits 

LV 

But they were joung Oh * what w ithout our youth 
Wouldlo\ ebe T What wouldyouthbe w ithout lo\ e T 
Youth lends it joy, and sweetness, vigour, truth, 
Heait, soul, and all that seems as fiom abo\ e , 
But, languishing with yeais, it grows uncouth — 
One of few things expei lence don't impiove, 
Which is, pei haps, the reason wdiy old fellows 
Are always so picposterously jealous 

poems Though now become familiar and trite, their day mav not 
be long 

— * Cadentque 

Quee nunc sunt m honort aocabula * ” 

Lord GietvBerme, BicctmdeUo } 1822 ] 
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It was the Carnival, as I have said 

Some six and thirty stanzas back, and so 
Lauia the usual preparations made, 

Which you do when youi mind’s made up to go 
To-night to Mrs Boehm’s masquerade, 

Spectator, or partaker m the show , 

The only diffeience known between the cases 
Is — here> we have six weeks of “ varnish’d faces ” 


LVII 

Laura, when diess’d, was (as I sang before) 

A pretty woman as was ever seen,^ 

Fresh as the Angel o’ei a new inn door, 

Or fi ontispiece of a new Magazine, 

With all the fashions which the last month wore, 
Colour’d, and silver paper leaved between 
That and the title-page, foi fear the pi ess 
Should soil with paits of speech the parts of dress 


LVIII 

They went to the Ridotto , — ’tis a hall 

Where people dance, and sup, and dance again , 
Its propei name, perhaps, wei e a masqued ball, 
But that’s of no importance to my stiain , 

’Tis (on a smaller scale) like our Yauxhall 
Excepting that it can’t be spoilt by ram 
The company is “ mix’d” (the phrase I quote is 
As much as saying, they’re below your notice) , 
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LIX 

For a C( mix’d company ’ implies that, save 
Yourself and friends, and half a hundred more, 
Whom you may bow to without looking giave 
The lest are but a vulgar set, the bore 
Of public places, where they basely bia\e 
The fashionable stare of twenty scoie 
Of well-bied persons, call’d u the World ” but I, 
Although I know them, really don’t know v hy. 


lx. 

This is the case in England , at least w as 
During the dynasty of Dandies,^) now’ 

Pei chance succeeded by some other class 
Of imitated Imitators — how 
Irrepaiably soon decline, alas T 

The demagogues of fashion all below 
Is frail , how easily the world is lost 
By love, or w ar, and now’ and then by frost 1 

LXI 

Crush’d was Napoleon by the noithern Thor, 

Who knock’d his army down with icy hammer, 
Stopp’d by the elements , (-) like a whaler, or 

A blundering novice m his new French grammar, 

(1) [ ec I liked the Dandies thev were alwavs \er\ civil to me , though, 
in general, thev disliked literarj people, and persecuted and mv stilted 
Madame de Stael, Lewis, Horace 1 w iss, and the like The truth is, that 
though I gave up the business early, I had a tinge of Dandjism m my 
mmont}, and probabh retimed enough of it to conciliate the great ones, 
at four and twenty ” — B Diary, 1S21 3 

(2) When Brummell was obliged to retire to France, he knew no 
French, and having obtained a grammar tor the purpose ot studv, our 
friend Scrope Danes was asked whit progress. Brummell had made m 
French he responded, ‘that Brummell had been stopped v like Bonaparte 
m Russia, bv the t tenants ’ I have put this pun mto Beppo, which is f a 
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Good cause bad be to doubt tbe chance of war, 
And as for Fortune — but I daie not d — n her, 
Because, were I to pondei to infinity, 

The more I should believe m her divinity (*) 


LXII. 

She rules the pi esent, past, and all to be yet, 

She gives us luck m lottenes, love, and mamage, 
I cannot say that she’s done much foi me yet, 

Not that I mean her bounties to dispaiage, 

We ’ve not yet closed accounts, and we shall see yet 
How much she 11 make amends for past miscar- 
nage , 

Meantime the goddess 1 11 no more importune, 
Unless to thank her when she’s made my fortune 


LXIII 

To turn, — and to leturn, — the devil take it T ' 

This stoiy slips for ever thiough my fingers, 
Because, just as the stanza likes to make it, 

It needs must be — and so it lathei lmgeis. 

This form of verse began, I can’t well bieak it, 

But must keep time and tune like public smgeis, 
But if I once get through my present measui e, 

111 take another when I’m next at leisure. 

fan exchange and no robbery,’ for Scrope made bis fortune at several 
dinneis (as be owned himself), by repeating occasionally, as lus own, 
some of the buffooneries wdh which I had encounteied him in the morn 
ing” — B Diaiy, 1821 ] 

(1) [ <c LikeSylla, Iha\e always believed that all tilings depend upon 
Fortune, and nothing upon ourselves I am not aware of any one thought 
or action, worthy of being called good to myself or others, which is not to 
be attributed to the good goddess — roitune » ” — MS Diary , 1821 3 
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They w ent to the Ridotto (’tis a place 

To which I mean to go mjself to-morrow, (!) 
Just to diveit my thoughts a little space. 

Because I’m rathei Lappish, and ma\ bonow 
Some spmts, guessing at what Lind of face 

May luik beneath each mask, and as my soirow 
Slackens its pace sometimes, I ’ll make, or find 
Something shall lea\e it half an hour behind ) 

LAV 

Now Laura moves along the jojous crow d, 

Smiles m her e}es, and simpeis on her lips 
To some she whispeis, otheis speaks aloud. 

To some she cuitsies, and to some she dips, 
Complains of waimth, and this complaint avow ti, 
Hei lover bi mgs the lemonade, she sips , 

She then suiveys, condemns, but pities still 
Her deaiest fi lends foi being dress’d so ill 

LAW 

One has false cui Is, anothei too much paint, 

A thud — wheie did she buy that fughtful tuiban' 
A fourth’s so pale she fears she’s going to faint, 

A fifth’s look’s vulgai, dowdjish* and suburban, 
A sixth’s white silk has got a jellow tamt, 

A seventh’s thin muslin sui ely will be her bane, 
And lo ! an eighth appeal s, — “ I ’ll see no moie T ” 
For fear, like Banquo’s Lings, they reach a scoie 


(1) In the margin of theongnalMS Lordlhron has written — “ la 
imary ISth, ISIS lo morrow w 11 be a Sundv, and full Ridotto ” — L ] 


VOL XI 


K 
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Meantime, while she was thus at otheis gazmg, 
Others were levelling then looks at her , 

She heai d the men’s half-whisper' d mode of praising, 
And, till 'twas done, determined not to stir , 

The women only thought it quite amazing 
That, at her time of life, so many were 
Admireis still, — but men are so debased, 

Those brazen creatures always suit then taste 


LXVIII 

* 

For my part, now, I ne’ei could understand 
Why naughty women — but I won^t discuss 
A thing which is a scandal to the land, 

I only don’t see why it should be thus , 

And if I were but m a gown and band, 

Just to entitle me to make a fuss, 

I ’d preach on this till Wilberforce and Romilly 
Should quote m their next speeches from my homily 


LXIX 

While Laura thus was seen and seeing, smiling, 
Talking, she knew not why and cared not what, 
So that hei female fi lends, with envy broiling, 
Beheld her airs and triumph, and all that, 

And well diess’d males still kept before her filing, 
And passing bow’d and mingle dr with hei chat , 
More than the rest one person seem'd to stai e 
With pertinacity that’s rather raie 
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He was a Tuik, the coloui of mahogany, 

And Laura saw him, and at fii st w as glad, 
Because the Turks so much admit e philogyny, 
Although their usage of then wives is sad, 

’Tis said they use no better than a dog any 
Poor woman, whom they purchase like a pad 
They have a number, though theyne’ei exhibit 'em, 
Poui wives by law, and concubines “ ad libitum ” 


iaxi 

They lock them up, and veil, and guard them daily 
They scar ely can behold their male relations, 
So that their moments do not pass so gaily 
As is supposed the case w ith northei n nations , 
Confinement, too, must make them look quite palely 
And as the Turks abhoi long comeisations, 
Their days aie eithei pass’d m doing nothing, 

Or bathing, nuismg, making love, and clothing 


LX\II 

They cannot lead, and so don’t lisp m cnticism , 
Nor write, and so they don’t afiect the muse , 
Were never caught m epigram or witticism, 

Have no romances, sermons, plays, leviews, — 

In haiams learning soon would make a pretty schism * 
But luckily these beauties aie no tC Blues,” 

No bustling Botherbys ha\e they to show ’em 
“ That charming passage m the last new poem ” 
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No solemn, antique gentleman of ihyme, 
Who having angled all his life for fame, 
And getting but a nibble at a time, 

Still fussily keeps fishing on, the same 
Small “ Triton of the minnows,” the sublime 
Of mediocuty, the furious tame, 

The echo's echo, usher of the school 
Of female wits, boy bards — m shoit, a fool r 


LXXIV 

A stalking oiacle of awful phiase, [law) 

The approving “ Good f ” (by no nqeans good m 
Humming like flies around the newest blaze, 

The bluest of bluebottles you e’er saw, 

Teasing with blame, excruciating with piaise, 
Gorging the little fame he gets all law, 
Tianslatmg tongues he knows not even by letter, 
And sweating plays so middling, bad w ere better 


LXXV 

One hates an authoi that’s all author , fellow 
In foolscap unifoims turn’d up with ink, 

So veiy anxious, clevei, fine, and jealous, 

One don’t know what to say to them, or think, 
Unless to puff them with a pan of bellows , 

Of coxcombry’s w 01 st coxcombs e’en the pink 
Are pieferable to these shieds of paper, 

These unquench’d snuffings of the midnight tapei 
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Of these same we see several, and of others, 

Men of the world, who know the world like men, 
Scott, Hogeis, Mooie, and all the better brotheis, 
Who think of something eLe besides the pen , 
But foi the children of the u mighty mother’s,” 

The would-be wits and can’t-be gentlemen, 

I leave them to their daily “ tea is leady,” 

Smug coterie, and literary lady ( ] ) 

LYYVI i 

The poor dear Mussulwomen whom I mention 
Have none of these instruction pleasant people, 
And one would seem to them a new invention, 
Unknow n*as bells within a Turkish steeple , 

I think ’twmuld almost be woith while to pension 
(Though best-sown projects oeiy often leap ill) 
A missionaiy authoi, /ist to pieach 
Our Christian usage of the paits of speech 

LYYVI 1 1 

No chemistry for them unfolds her gasses, 

No metaphysics are let loose m lectures, 

No circulating libiary amasses 

Religious novels, moral tales, and strictuies 
Upon the living manners, as they pass us , 

No exhibition glares with annual pictuies, 

They staie not on the stars from out then attics, 
Nor deal (thank God for that T ) m mathematics 


(1) [Nothing can be cleverer than this caustic little dntnbe, introduced 
apropos of the life of Turkish ladies in their harams — Jeffrey ] 

K 3 
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Why I thank God for that is no great matter, 

I have my reasons, you no doubt suppose, 

And as, perhaps, they would not highly flatter, 

I’ll keep them for my life (to come) m prose , 

I fear I have a little turn for satire, 

And yet methmks the older that one grows 
Inclines us more to laugh than scold, though laughte 
Leaves us so doubly serious shortly after 


LXXX 

Oh, Mirth and Innocence T Oh, Milk and Water * 
Ye happy mixtures of moie happy days T 
In these sad centuries of sm and slaughter, 
Abominable Man no more allays 
His thirst with such puie beverage. No matter, 
I love you both, and both shall have my praise 
Oh, for old Saturn’s reign of sugar- candy ! — 
Meantime I drink to your i eturn m brandy 


Lxxxr 

Our Laura’s Turk still kept his eyes upon her, 
Less m the Mussulman than Christian way, 
Which seems to say, “ Madam, I do you honour, 
“ And while I please to staie, you’ll please to stay 
Could staring wm a woman., this had won her, 

But Laura could not thus be led astray, 

She had stood Are too long and well,T;o boggle 
Even at this stranger’s most outlandish ogle. 
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The morning now was on the point of breaking, 
A turn of time at which I w ould advise 
Ladies who have been dancing, or partaking 
In any other kind of exei cise, 

To make then prepaiations for foisakmg 
The ball-room eie the sun begins to rise, 
Because when once the lamps and candles fail, 
His blushes make them look a little pale 


Lxvxrii 

I ’ve seen some balls and revels in. my time, 

And stay’d them ovei for some silly reason, 

And then I lock’d (I hope it was no crime) 

To see what lady best stood out the season , 

And though I’ve seen some thousands m their prime, 
Lovely and pleasing, :tnd who still ma) please on, 
I never saw but one (the stars withdrawn), 

Whose bloom could aftei dancing dare the dawn 


IAXYIV 

The name of this Auroia I’ll not mention, 
Although I might, for she was nought to me 
More than that patent woik of God’s invention, 
A charming woman, w hom w e like to see , 
But writing names would merit reprehension. 
Yet if you like to find out this fair she, 

At the next London 01 Pai lsian ball 

You still may mark her cheek, out-blooming all 
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Laura, who knew it would not do at all 

To meet the daylight aftei seven horns sitting 
Among three thousand people at a ball, 

To make her cmtsy thought it light and fitting. 
The Count was at her elbow with hei shawl, 

And they the loom weie on the point of quitting, 
When lo ! those cursed gondoliers had got 
Just m the very place where they should not 


LXXXVI 

In this they he like out coachmen, and the cause 
Is much the same — the crowd, and pulling, hauling, 
With blasphemies enough to bieak tlien jaws, 

They make a never intei mitting bawling 
At home, our Bow-stieet gemmen keep the laws, 
And heie a sentiy stands within youi calling, 
But for all that, thei e is a deal of swearing, 

And nauseous words past mentioning 01 beaiing 


LXXXVI 1 

The Count and Laura found then boat at last, 
And homeward floated o’er the silent tide, 
Discussing all the dances gone and past , 

The dancers and their dresses, too, beside , 
Some little scandals eke but all aghast 
(As to then palace stairs the rowers glide) 
Sate Laura by the side of her Adoier, ( ] ) 
When lo T the Mussulman was there before her 

(1) [MS — « Sate Laura with a kind of comic horror ”] 
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44 Sir,” said the Count, with blow exceeding grave, 
4 Yom unexpected presence heie will make 
44 It necessaiy for myself to cia\e 
44 Its impoit p But pei haps ’tis a mistake , 

44 1 hope it is so , and at once to wave 

44 All compliment, I hope so for your sake , 

44 You understand my meaning, or you rfiall” 

44 Sir,” (quoth the Turk) 44 ’tis no mistake at all 


LYWIY. 

4 That lady is my wi fe 1 ” Much vondei paints 
The lady’s ^hanging cheek, as well it might , 

But wheie an Englishwoman sometimes faints, 
Italian females don’t do so outught. 

They only call a little on then saints, 

And then come to themselves, almost oi quite , 
Which saves much hartshorn, salts, and sprinkling 
faces, 

And cutting sta} s, as usual m such cases 


xc 

She said, — what could she saj ? Why, not a woid 
But the Count courteous!} m\ ited m 
The stranger, much appeased by what he heard 
44 Such things, peihaps, we’d best discuss within ’ 
Said he, 44 don’t let us make ourselves absuid 
44 In public, by a scene, nor raise a dm, 

For then the chief and only satisfaction 

Will be much quizzing on the w r hole transaction ” 
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They enter’d, and for coffee calPd — it came, 

A beverage for Turks and Christians both, 
Although the way they make it’s not the same 
Now Laura, much recover’d, or less loth 
To speak, cries “ Beppo T what’s your pagan name ? 

Bless me ! youi beard is of amazing growth 1 
And how came you to keep away so long ? 

Aie you not sensible ’twas very wrong ? 


xcxi.f 

And are you really, truly , now a Turk? 

With any other women did you wive ? 

Is’t true they use their fingers for a fork ? 

Well, that’s the prettiest shawl — as I’m alive ! 
You’ll give it me ? They say you eat no pork 
And how so many years did you contrive 
To — Bless me T did I ever ? No, I never 
Saw a man grown so yellow ! How’s your livei ? 


XCIXI- 

Beppo T that beard of yours becomes you not , 

It shall be shaved before you’re a day older 
Why do you wear it ? Oh ! I had forgot — 

Pray don’t you think the weather here is colder? 
How do I look ? You shan’t stir from this spot 
In that queer dress, for fear that some beholder 
Should find you out, and make the story known 
How short your hair is t Lord I how grey it’s 
grown T ” 
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What answer Beppo made to these demands 
Is moie than I know He was cast away 
About where Troy stood once, and nothing stands , 
Became a slave of couise, and for his pay 
Had biead and bastinadoes, till some bands 
Of pirates landing m a neighbour mg bay, 

He join’d the rogues and prosper’d, and became t 
A renegado of mdiffeient fame 


xcv 

But he grew rich, and with his riches grew so 
Keen the desire to see his home again, 

He thought hinfself m duty hound to do so, 

And not be always thieving on the mam , 
Lonely he felt, at times, as Rohm Crusoe, 

And so he hired a vessel come from Spam, 
Bound for Corfu she was a fine polacca, 

Mann’d with tw elve hands, and laden with tobacco 


xcvr 

Himself, and much (heaven knows how gotten ? ) cash, 
He then embark’d with risk of life and limb, 

And got clear off, although the attempt was rash , 
He said that Providence protected him — 

For my pait, I say nothing — lest we clash 1 
In our opinions — well, the ship was trim, 

Set sail, and kept "her reckoning fairly on, 

Except thiee days of calm when off Cape Bonn 
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They reach'd the island, he transfei r’d his lading, 
And self and live stock, to another bottom, 

And pass’d for a tiue Tin key -merchant, tiadmg 
With goods of vauous names, but I’ve foigot ’em 
However, he got off by this evading, 

Or else the people would perhaps have shot him , 
And thus at Venice ( x ) landed to reclaim 
His wife, religion, house, and Christian name 

xcvm 

His wife leceived, the patnaich le-baptized him, 
(He made the church a piesent, by the way) , 
He then thi ew off the garments which disguised him, 
And boi row’d the Count’s smallclothes for a day 
His fi lends the more for his long absence prized him, 
Finding he’d wheiewithal to make them gay, 
With dinners, where he T>ft became the laugh of 
them, 

Foi stories — but I don’t believe the half of them 


(I) [“You ask me,” says Lord Byron, in a letter written m 1820, 
“ for a volume of Manners, &c on Italy Perhaps I am m the case to 
hnow more of them than most Englishmen, because I have lived among 
the natives, and m parts of the country where Englishmen ne\er resided 
before (I speak of Romagna and this place particularly) , but there are 
many reasons why I do not choose to treat in print on such a subject 
Their moial is not your moral , their life is not jour life, jou would not 
understand it it is not English, nor French, nor German, which you 
would all understand The conventual education, the cavalier servitude, 
the habits of thought and living, are so entirely different, and the differ 
ence becomes so much more striking the more jou live intimately with 
them, that I know not how to make you comprehend a people who are 
it once temperate and profligate, serious in then characters and buffoons 
m their amusements, capable of impressions and passions, which are at 
once sudden and durable (what you find m no other nation), and who 
actually have no society (what we would call so), as you may see by 
their comedies , they have no real comedy, not even m Goldoni, and tha 
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Whate’ei his youth had suffer'd, his old age 
With wealth and talking make him some amends , 
Though Lama sometimes put him m a lage, 

I’ve heaid the Count and he veie alwa}s friends 
My pen is at the bottom of a page. 

Which being finish’d, heie the stoi} ends, 

’Tis to be wish’d it had been soonei done, 

But stones somehow lengthen when begun (*) 


is because thej have no society to draw it from Their com era axiom a~e 
not society at ill Thev go to the theatie to talk, uul into companj to 
hold thur tongues Ihe wo nen bit in i circle, •» id the men githtr into 
groups, or thev pi v at drearv faro, or * lotto realc, for small sums Then 
a aclemie ar<„ co Herts like our own, with better mubic and more torm 
Their be^t things ire Hit carnival balls and masquerades, when ev crj bodv 
runs m d for six w cels After thur dinners and suppers thev make tx 
tempore vei*es and buffoon one ano f htr, but it is m 1 humour wh ch 
}ou v oulcl not entei into, je of the north — “ In their houses it is 
better As for the women, trom the hshermin’s wi'c up to the nobil 
darna, their s\ stem lias its niles,. and its htne-> cs, and its decorums 
so is to be redu ed to a kind of discipline or game at hearts, which 
admits lew ueuat ons, unless jou wish to lose it Ihev ->re extremely 
tenacious, and jealous as furies, not permitting their lovers even to 
marrj it thev can 1 clp it, and keeping them Awavs close to them m 
public as in private, whenever thev can In short, thev transfer mar 
nage to adulte~>, and strike the not out of that commandment Ihe 
reason is, that thev mairj for their parents, and love for themselves 
Ihcv exact fidel ty from a lover as a debt of honour, while the> pay 
the husband as a tr idesman, that is, not at all Eou hear a persons 
chai leter, male or female, canvassed not as depending on their conduct to 
their husbands or wives, but to thur imstiess or lover It I wrote t 
quarto, I dont know that I could do more than anplitv what I have 
here noted ’] 

(r, [Th s extienely clever and amusing performance affords a very 
curious and complete specimen of a kind of diction and composition ot 
which our English literature h is hitherto presented \ u> few examples It 
is, in itself aoso’uteh a thing of nothing— -without storj , characters, <=en 
timents, or mtelligible*ob|ect, — *a mere piece of livelv and loquacious 
prattling, m short, upon all kinds of frivolous subjects, — a sort of gav and 
desultorv baboling ibout Italj and England, luiks, balls, literature, ind 
fish sauces But still there is something \erj engaging m the uniform 
gaietv, politeness, "nd good humour of the author, and something stui 
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more striking and admirable in the matchless facility with which he has* 
cast into regular, and even difficult, versification the unmmgled, uncon- 
strained, and unselected language of the most light, familiar, and ordinary 
conversation With great skill and felicity, he has furnished us with an 
example of about one hundred stanzas of good ver'-e, entirely composed 
of common words, m their common places, never presenting us with one 
sprig of what is called poetical diction, or even making use of a single mver 
sion, either to raise the style or assist the rhyme — but running on in an 
inexhaustible series of good easy colloquial phrases, and finding them fall 
nto verse by some unaccountable and happy fatality In this great and cha 
ractenstic quality it is almost invariably excellent In some other respects, 
it is more unequal About one half is as good as possible, m the style to 
which it belongs , the other half bears, perhaps, too many marks of that 
haste with which such a work must necessarily be written Some passages 
are rather too snappish, and some run too much on the cheap and rathei 
plebeian humour of out-of the way rhymes, and strange sounding words 
and epithets But the greater part is extremely pleasant, amiable, and 
gentlemanlike — Jeffrey ] 
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[The following “ lixel), spirited, and pleasant talc,” as Mr Giflord 
calls it, on the margin of the MS, was written m the autumn of ISIS, 
at Raxenna We extract the following from a renewal oi the time — 
<c Mazepp is a very fine and spirited sketch of a xerx noble stor>, and is 
every waj worthy of its author Ihe storx is a well known one, name!), 
that of the > oung Pole, w ho, being bound naked on the bat k of a w ild horse 
on account ot an intrigue with the lad) ot a certain great noble of his 
countrj, was carried b) his steed into the heart of the I kraine, *>nd bein T 
there picked up by some Co sacks, m a state app uentlv ot utter hopeless- 
ness and exhaustion, recox ered, md Ixed to 1 a long Mtcr the prime ird 
leader of the nation among whom he had armed in this evtr ordmum 
manner Lord B)ron has represented the strange and wild incidents ot 
this adventure, as blmg related a a lull serious, h If «poitixc w ax , In 
Mazeppa himself, to ro lc s a person than Charles the Tx»xlPh oi S xeden 
m some of whose last camp ugrs the Cossack Hetman took a dist ngu shed 
pait He tells it duung the desolate buouatk of Charles •>nd the tew 
+nendswho fled with him towards lurkex, a*ter the blood v ox eit! row 0 i 
Pultowa There is not a little ot*t>e iut) and gracefulness m this xx ly c i 
setting the picture , — the age ot Mazeppa — the calm, practised mdiflertni e 
with which he now submits to the worst of fortune’s deeds— tne heroic, 
unthinking coldness of the rox al madman to xx hom he speaks — the drearx 
and perilous accompaniments of the scene around the speaker and the 
audience, — all contribute to throw a x er) strik ng charm both of prepar- 
ation and of contrast oxer the xvild storv of the Hetman "Noth me can 1 c 
more beautiful, m like manner, than the account of the loxe— the gu Itx 
loxe — the fruits of xvhich had been so miraculous ” — EJ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


“ Celui qui remphssait alors cette place etait un 
gentilhomme Polonais, nomme Mazeppa, ne dans le 
palatmat de Padolie il avait 6te £leve page de 
Jean Casimn, eta\aitpns & sa cour quelque tem- 
ture des belles-lettres. Une mtngue qu’il eut dans 
sa jeunesse a\ec la femme d r un gentilhomme Polo- 
nais ayant ete decomeite, le man le fit liei toutnu 
sur un cheval farouche, et le laissa allei en cet etat 
Le cheval, qui etait du pa}s de 1’Ukiame, y re- 
tourna, et y porta Mazeppa, demi-moi t de fatigue 
et de faim Quelques pa} sans le secouruient il 
resta longtems paimi eux, et se signala dans plu- 
sieurs courses contre les Tartares. La superiority 
de ses lumi&tes lui donna une giande consideration 
parmi les Cosaques sa imputation s’augmentant 
de jour en jour, obligea le Czar a le fane Prince de 
1’ Ukraine.” — Voltaire, Hist de Chen les XII p 196 

“ Le 101 fuj ant, et poursuivi, eut son che\al tue 
sous lui, le Colonel Gieta, blesse, et perdant tout 
son sang, lui donna le sien. Am si on remit deux 
fois a cheval, dans lafuite, ce conquerant qui n’a\ait 
pu y montei pendant la bataille ” — p 216 
l 2 
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“ Le roi alia pai un autre chemin avec quelques 
cavaliers Le cairosse, ou il etait, rompit dans la 
marche , on le remit h cheval Pom comble de 
disgrace, il s’egara pendant la nuit dans un bois , la, 
son courage ne pouvant plus suppleer a ses forces 
epuisees, les douleurs de sa blessure devenues plus 
msupportables par la fatigue, son cheval etanttombe 
de lassitude, il se coucha quelques heures au pied 
d’un arbre, en dangei d’etre surpns a tout moment 
pai les vamqueurs, qui le cherchaient de tous 
cotes ” — p 218 (!) 

(1) [For some authentic and interesting particulars concerning the 
Hetman Mazeppa, see Mr Barrow’s delightful “ Mcmov of Jit. life, oj 
Peter the Gieat ’ Family Library, No XXXV — 



149 


M A Z E P P A. 


i 

Twas aftei dread Pultowa’s day, 

When foitune left the loyal Swede, 
Around a slaughter’d army lay, 

No more to combat and to bleed 
The powei and glory of the wai, 
Faithless^as then vain votaries, men, 
Had pass’d to the tiiumphant Czar, 
And Moscow’s walls weie safe again, 
Until a day more dark and dieai, 

And a more memoiable yeai, 

Should give to slaughter and to shame 
A mightier host and haughtier name , 

A greater wreck, a deepei fall, 

A shock to one — a thundeibolt to all 


ii. 

Such was the hazard of the die , 

The wounded Charles was taught to fly 
By day and night through held and flood, 
Stain’d with his own and subjects’ blood, 

For thousands fell that flight to aid 
And not a voice was heaid t’ upbraid 
Ambition m his humbled horn, 

When truth had nought to dread from power 

T 0 

L j 
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His horse was slam, and Gieta gave 
His own — and died the Russians’ slave. 

This too sinks after many a league 
Of well sustain’d, but vam fatigue , 

And m the depth of forests, darkling 
The watch-fiies m the distance sparkling — 
The beacons of surrounding foes — 

A king must lay his limbs at length 
Are these the laurels and lepose 
For which the nations strain their strength ? 
They laid him by a savage tree, 

In outworn nature’s agony , 

His wounds weie stiff — his limbs were stark 
The heavy hour was chill and daik r , 

The fever m his blood forbade 
A transient slumber’s fitful aid 
And thus it was , but yet through all, 
Kmglike the monarch bore his fall, 

And made, m this extreme of ill, 

His pangs the vassals of his will 
All silent and subdued were they, 

As once the nations round him lay. 

nr. 

A band pf chiefs 1 — alas T how few, 

Since but the fleeting of a day 
Had thinn’d it , but this wreck was true 
And chivalrous upon the clay 
Each sate hi down, all sad and^mute, 
Beside his monarch and his steed, 

For danger levels an and brute, 

And all are fellows m their need. 
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Among the rest, Mazeppa made 
His pillow m an old oak’s shade — 

Himself as rough, and scarce less old, 

The Ukraine's hetman, calm and bold , 

But first, outspent with this long course, 

The Cossack punce rubb’d down his horse, 
And made for him a leafy bed, 

And smooth’d his fetlocks and his mane, 
And slack’d his girth, and stripp’d his rein, 
And joy’d to see how well he fed, 

For until now he had the dread 
His wearied coursei might refuse 
To browse beneath the midnight dews 
But he was hardy as his lord, 

And little cared for bed and board , 

But spirited and docile too , 

Whate’er was to be done, would do 
Shaggy and swift, and strong of limb, 

All Tartar-like he carried him , 

Obey’d his voice, and came to call, 

And knew him m the midst of alh 
Though thousands weie around, — and Night, 
Without a star, pursued her flight, — 

That steed from sunset until dawn 
His chief would follow like a fawn 

IV. 

This done, Mazeppa spread his cloak, 

And laid his lance beneath his oak, 

Felt if his arms m ordei good 

The long day’s maich had well withstood — 

L 4< 
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If still the powdei fill’d the pan, 

And flints unloosen’d kept then lock — 
His sabre’s hilt and scabbaid felt, 

And whether they had chafed his belt — 
And next the venerable man, 

From out his haviesack and can, 

Piepared and spread his slender stock , 
And to the monaich and his men 
The whole 01 portion offei’d then 
With far less of inquietude 
Than courtiers at a banquet would 
And Chailes of this his slender share 
With smiles partook a moment there, 

To foice of cheer a gieatei show, 

And seem above both wounds and woe , — 
And then he said — 44 Of all our band, 
Though him of heart and strong of hand, 
In skirmish, maich, 01 for&ge, none 
Can less have said or more have done 
Than thee, Mazeppa * On the earth 
So fit a pan had never bnth, 

Since Alexanders days till now, 

As thy Bucephalus and thou 
All Scythia’s fame to thme should yield 
For pricking on o’er flood and field ” 
Mazeppa answer d — 44 111 betide 
The school wheiein I learn’ d to ride I” 
Quoth Chailes — 44 Old Hetman, wherefore 
Since thou hast leam’d the art so well?” 
Mazeppa said — 46 ’Twere long to tell , 

And we have many a league to go, 

With every now and then a blow, 
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And ten to one at least the foe, 

Before our steeds may giaze at ease, 

Beyond the swift Boiysthenes 

And, sue, your limbs have need of rest. 

And I will be the sentinel 

Of this your tioop ” — “ But I lequest,” 

Said Sweden’s monaich, “ thou wilt tell 

This tale of thine, and I may reap, 

Pei chance, fiom this the boon of sleep. 
For at this moment from my eyes 
The hope of piesent slumber flies ” 

“ Well, sire, with such a hope^ I’ll tiack 
My seventy years of memory back 
I think ’twas m my twentieth spnng, — 
Ay, ’twas, — when Casimir was king — 
John Gasman, — I was his page 
Six summeis, in my earlier age 
A learned monaich, faith T was he, 

And most unlike youi majesty 
He made no wars, and did not gam 
New lealms to lose them back again, 
And (save debates m Warsaw’s diet) 

He leign’d m most unseemly quiet , 

Not that he had no caies to vex, 

He loved the muses and the sex , 

And sometimes these so fioward are, 
They made him wish himself at w r ai , 
But soon his wrath being o’ei, he took 
Another mistiess, or new book 
And then he gave prodigious fetes — 
All Warsaw gather’d xound his gates 
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To gaze upon his splendid couit, 

And dames, and chiefs, of princely port 
He was the Polish Solomon, 

So sung his poets, all but one, 

Who, being unpension’d, made a satire, 

And boasted that he could not flatter. 

It was a court of jousts and mimes, 

Where every courtiei tried at rhymes , 

Even I foi once produced some verses, 

And sign’d my odes ‘ Despairing Thy r sis ’ 
Theie was a ceitam Palatine, 

A count of far and high descent, 

Rich as a salt of silver mine , (*) 

And he was proud, ye may divine, ^ 

As if from heaven he had been sent 
He had such wealth m blood and ore 
As few could match beneath the thione, 
And he would gaze upon his store, 

And o’er his pedigree would poie, 

Until by some confusion led, 

Which almost look’d like want of head, 

He thought their merits were his own 
His wife was not of his opinion — 

His junior she by thirty years — 

Grew daily tired of his dominion , 

And, after wishes, hopes, and fears, 

To virtue a few farewell tears, 

A restless dream or two, some glances 
At Warsaw’s youth, some songs, and dances, 
Awaited but the usual chances, 


(1) This comparison of a ee salt mine ” may, perhaps, be permitted to a 
Pole, as the wealth of the country consists greatly m the salt mines 
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Those happy accidents which lender 
The coldest dames so very tender, 

To deck her Count with titles given, 

Tis said, as passports into heaven , 

But, strange to say, they rarely boast 
Of these, who have deserved them most 

v 

“ I was a goodly stripling then , 

At seventy years I so may say, 

That theie were few, or boys or men, 

Who, m my dawning time of day, 

Of vassal 01 of knight’s degree, 

Could vie m vanities with me , 

For I had strength, youth, gaiety, 

A poit, not like to this ye see, 

But smooth, as all is lugged now. 

For time, and care, and wai, have plough’d 
My very soul from out my bi ow , 

And thus I should be disavow’d 
By all my kind and km, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday , 

This change was wi ought, too, long ere age 
Had ta’en my featuies for his page 
With years, ye know, have not declined 
My strength, my courage, or my mind, 

Or at this horn I should not be 
Telling old tales beneath a tiee, 

With starless skies my canopy 
But let me on Theresa’s form — 

Methmks it glides before me now, 

Between me and yon chestnut’s bough. 

The memory is so quick and wax , 
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And yet I find no words to tell 
The shape ol her I loved so well 
She had the Asiatic eye, 

Such as our Tuikish neighbourhood, 
Hath mingled with our Polish blood, 
Dark as above us is the sky , 

But thiough it stole a tender light, 

Like the first moonrise of midnight , 
Large, dark, and swimming m the stream, 
Which seem’d to melt to its own beam , 
All love, half languoi, and half file, 

Like saints that at the stake expire, 

And lift their raptuied looks on high, 

As though it weie a joy to die ( ! ) 

A brow like a imdsummei lake, 
Tiansparent with the sun theiem, 
When waves no murmur daie to make, 
And heaven beholds hei face within 
A cheek and lip — but why proceed? 

I loved her then — I love hei still, 

And such as I am, love indeed 

In fieice extremes — m good and ill 
But still we love even m oui rage, 

And haunted to oui very age 
With the vam shadow of the past, 

As is Mazeppa to the last 

VI 

“We met — we gazed — I saw, and sigh’d, 
She did not speak, and yet replied , 


(1) [MS — <c Until it proves a joy to die ”3 
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There are ten thousand tones and signs 
We heai and see, but none defines — 
Involuntary spaiks of thought, 

Which stuke fiom out the heart o’erwi ought, 
And form a stiange intelligence, 

Alike mysterious and intense, 

Which link the burning chain that binds, 
Without their will, young heaits and minds, 
Conveying, as the electric wire, 

We know not how, the absoibmg hie — 

I saw, and sigh'd — m silence wept, 

And still leluctant distance kept, 

Until I was made known to hei, 

And we migjht then and theie confei 
Without suspicion — then, even then, 

I long’d, and was lesolved to speak , 

But on my lips they died again, 

The accents ti emulous and weak, 

Until one hour — There is a game, 

A fnvolous and foolish play, 

Wherewith we while away the day , 

It is — I have foigot the name — 

And we to this, it seems, were set, 

By some strange chance, which I forget 
I leck’d not if I won or lost, 

It was enough for me to be 
So neai to hear, and oh ! to see 
The being whom I loved the most — 

I watch’d hei as a sentinel, 

(May oiu s this dark night watch as well I) 
Until I saw, and thus it was, 
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That she was pensive, nor perceived 

Her occupation, nor was grieved 

Nor glad to lose 01 gam , but still 

Play’d on for hours, as if her will 

Yet bound hei to the place, though not 

That hers might be the winning lot ( L ) 

Then through my bram the thought did pass 

Even as a flash of lightning there, 

That there was something m her air 

Which would not doom me to despan , 

And on the thought my words broke foith, 

All incoherent as they were — 

Their eloquence was little woith, 

But yet she listen’d — ’tis enough--^ 

Who listens once will listen twice , 

Her heart, be sure, is not of ice, 

And one refusal no rebuff. 

* 

VII 

61 I loved, and was beloved again — 

They tell me, Sire, you never knew 
Those gentle frailties , if ’tis true, 

I shorten all my joy or pam , 

To you ’twould seem absurd as vam , 

But all men are not born to reign, 

Or o’er their passions, or as you 
Thus o’er themselves and nations too. 

I am — or rather was — a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 
Them on where each would fore ost bleed , 
But could not o’er myself e\ mce 

(1) [MS — c< but not 

For that which we had both forgot 



MAZEPPA. 


The like control — But to resume 
I loved, and was beloved again , 

In sooth, it is a happy doom, 

But yet where happiest ends m pam. — 
We met m secret, and the horn 
Which led me to that lady’s bower 
Was fiery Expectation’s dower 
My days and nights weie nothing — all 
Except that hour which doth recall 
In the long lapse from youth to age 
No other like itself — I’d give 
The Ukraine back again to live 
It o’er once more — and be a page, 

The happy .page, who was the loi d 
Of one soft heait, and his own sword, 

And had no othei gem nor wealth 
Save nature’s gift of youth and health — 
We met m secret — doubly sweet. 

Some say, they find it so to meet , 

I know not that — I would have given 
My life but to have call’d hei mine 
In the full view of eaith and heaven , 

For I did oft and long lepme 
That we could only meet by stealth. 

VIII 

“ For lovers there are many eyes, 

And such there were on us , — the devil 
On such occasions should be civil — 
The devil t-Fm loth to do him wrong, 

It might be some untoward saint, 

Who would not be at rest too long, 
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But to his pious bile gave vent — 

But one fair night, some luiking spies 
Surprised and seized us both. 

The Count was something more than wroth 
I was unarm’d , but if m steel, 

All cap-a-pie from head to heel, 

What gainst their numbers could I do p — 
? Twas near his castle, fai away 
From city or fi om succour near, 

And almost on the break of day , 

I did not think to see another, 

My moments seem’d reduced to few , 
And with one prayei to Mary Mother, 

And, it may be, a saint or two, 

As I resigned me to my fate, 

They led me to the castle gate . 

Theresa’s doom I nevei knew, 

Our lot was hencefoith sepaiate. — 

An angry man, ye may opine, 

Was he, the proud Count Palatine , 

And he had reason good to be, 

But he was most enraged lest such 
An accident should chance to touch 
Upon his futui e pedigree , 

Nor less amazed, that such a blot 
His noble ’scutcheon should have got, 

While he was highest of his line , 

Because unto himself he seem’d 
The first of men, nor less he deem’d 
In others’ eyes, and most m mine. 

’Sdeath ! with a page — perchance a kmg 
Had reconciled him to the thing , 
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But with a stnplmg of a page — 

I felt — but cannot paint Ins lage 

i\ 

“ 4 Bung forth the hoise v — the horse was brought , 
In truth, he was a noble steed, 

A Taitar of the Ukraine bleed, 

Who look’d as though the speed of thought 
Weie m his limbs , but he was wild, 

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught, 

With spui and bi idle undefiled — 

’Twas but a day he had been caught , 

And snorting, with elected mane, 

And struggling fieicely, but in vam, 

In the full foam of wiath and diead 
To me the deseit-boin was led 
They bound me on, that menial thiong, 

Upon his back with many a thong , 

Then loosed him with a sudden lash — 

.Away f — away T — and on we dash f — 

Torrents less rapid and less lash 

x 

“ Away I — away * — My bieath was gone — 

I saw not where he limned on 
’Twas scaicely yet the bieak of day, 

And on he foam’d — away ! — away ! — 

The last of human sounds which rose, 

As I was darted from my foes, 

W’as the wild shout of savage laughtei, 

Which on the wind came roaring after 
A moment from that rabble i out . 

VOL XI. M 
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With sudden width I wrench’d my head, 
And snapp’d the coid, which to the mane 
Had bound my neck m lieu of rem, 

And, writhing half my form about, 

Howl’d back my cuise , but ’midst the tiead, 
The thunder of my couiser’s speed, 
Perchance they did not hear nor heed 
It vexes me — for I would fam 
Have paid then insult back again 
I paid it well m aftei days 
There is not of that castle gate, 

Its drawbridge and portcullis’ weight, 

Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or bairiei left, 

Nor of its fields a blade of grass, ^ 

Save what glows on a ridge of wall, 

Where stood the hearth-stone of the hall, 
And many a time ye theie might pass, 

Noi dream that e’er that fortress was 
I saw its tunets m a blaze, 

Then crackling battlements all cleft, 

And the hot lead pour down like lain 
From off the scorch’d and blackening loof, 
Whose thickness was not vengeance-proof 
They little thought that day of pain, 

When launch’d, as on the lightning’s flash, 
They bade me to destruction dash. 

That one day I should come again, 

With twice five thousand hoise, to thank 
The Count for his uncouiteou§ ride 
They play’d me then a bitter prank, 

When, with the wild horse for my guide, 
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They bound me to Ins foaming flank 
At length I play’d them one as frank — 
For time at last sets all things even — 
And if we do but watch the horn, 

There nevei yet was human power 
Which could evade, if unforgiven, 

The patient seaich and vigil long 
Of him who tieasures up a wrong 

XI 

u Away, away, my steed and I, 

Upon the pinions of the wind, 

All human dwellings left behind , 

We sped like meteois through the sky, 
When with its ciachlmg sound the night 
Is chequei’d with the northern light 
Town — village — none weie on oui tiack, 
But a wild plain offai extent, 

And bounded by a forest black, 

And, save the scarce seen battlement 
On distant heights of some sti ong hold, 
Against the Taitais built of old, 

No trace of man The year before 
A Turkish army had march’d o’er , 

And whei e the Spain’s hoof hath trod, 
The veiduie flies the bloody sod — 

The sky was dull, and dim, and gray, 
And a low breeze ciept moaning by — 
I could have answer’d with a sigh — 
But fast wc fled, away, away — 

And I could neithei sigh nox pray , 
m 2 
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And my cold sweat-drops fell like ram 
Upon the coursers bristling mane , 

But, snorting still with lage and feai, 

He flew upon his far career 
At times I almost thought, indeed, 

He must have slacken’d m his speed , 

But no — my bound and slender fiame 
Was nothing to his angry might, 

And merely like a spm became 
Each motion which I made to fiee 
My swoln limbs fiom their agony 
Inci eased his fury and affright 
I tried my voiced • — ’twas faint and low, 

But yet he swerved as from a blow , 

And, staitmg to each accent, spiang 
As from a sudden tiumpet’s clang 
Meantime my cords wei e wet with gore, 
Which, oozmg through rdy limbs, ran o’ei , 
And m my tongue the thn st became 
A something fierier fai than flame 

XII 

“ We neai’d the wild wood — ’twas so wide, 

I saw no bounds on eithei side , 

’Twas studded with old sturdy tiees, 

That bent not to the roughest bieeze 
Which howls down from Siberia’s waste, 

And strips the foiest m its haste, — - 
But these were few, and far between 
Set thick with shi ubs moi e young and green, 
Luxuriant with their annual leaves. 

Ere strown by those autumnal eves 
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That nip the foiest’s foliage dead, 

Discoloui’d with a lifeless red, 

Which stands thereon like stiffen’d gore 
Upon the slam when battle's o’ei, 

And some long wmtei *s night hath shed 
Its frost o’er every tombless head, 

So cold and stark the laven’s beak 
May peck unpierced each fiozen cheek 
’Twas a wild waste of underwood, 

And here and thei e a chestnut stood, 

The stiong oak, and the hardy pme , 

But far apart — and well it weie, 

Or else a different lot weie mine — 

The boughs gave way, and did not tear 
My limbs , and I found strength to bear 
My wounds, already scair’d with cold — 

My bonds forbade to loose my hold 
We mstled thiough the leaves like wind, 
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind , 
By night I heard them on the track, 

Their troop came haid upon oui back, 

With their long gallop, which can tire 
The hound’s deep hate, and huntei’s fire 
Where’er we flew they follow’d on, 

Noi left us with the morning sun , 

Behind I saw them, scarce a rood, 

At day-break winding thiough the wood, 
And through the night had heaid then feet 
Their stealing, rustling step repeat 
Oh t how I wish’d for spear 01 swoid, 

At least to die amidst the horde, 

M 3 
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And perish — if it must be so — 

At bay, destioymg many a foe 
When first my courser’s lace begun, 

I wish’d the goal alieady won , 

But now I doubted stiength and speed. 

Yam doubt 1 his swift and savage breed 
Had neived him like the mountain-roe. 

Nor faster falls the blinding snow 
Which whelms the peasant near the door 
Whose threshold he shall ciqss no more, 
Bewilder’d with the dazzling blast, 

Than through the foiest-paths he past — 
Untired, untamed, and woise than wild. 

All furious as a favour’d child 
Balk’d of its wish , or fiercer still — 

A woman piqued — who has hei will 

f 

XIII 

“ The wood was past , Twas more than noon, 
But chill the an, although m June , 

Or it might be my veins lan cold — 
Prolong’d enduiance tames the bold, 

And I was then not what I seem, 

But headlong as a wintry stream, 

And wore my feelings out befoie 
I well could count their causes o’er . 

And what with fmy, feai, and wrath, 

The toitures which beset my path, 

Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress, 

Thus bound m nature’s nakedness , 

Sprung from a race whose rising blood 
When stirr’d beyond its calmei mood. 



MAZEPFA. 


167 


And trodden hai d upon, is like 
The rattle-snake’s, m act to strike, 

What maivel if this wom-out tiunk 
Beneath its woes a moment sunk? 

The earth gave way, the skies roll’d lound, 
I seem’d to sink upon the gi ound , 

But err’d, foi I was fastly bound 
My heart turn’d sick, my biam grew sore, 
And throbb’d awhile, then beat no more 
The skies spun like a mighty wheel , 

I saw the tiees like drunkards leel, 

And a slight flash spiang o’ei my eyes, 
Which saw no farther he with dies 
Can die no more than then I died. 
O’ertoituieS by that ghastly ude, 

I felt the blackness come and go, 

And strove to wake , but could not make 
My senses climb up ±i om below 
I felt as on a plank at sea, 

When all the waves that dash o’ei thee, 

At the same time upheave and whelm, 

And hurl thee towaids a desert lealm 
My undulating life was as 
The fancied lights that flitting pass 
Oui shut eyes m deep midnight, when 
Fever begins upon the biam , 

But soon it pass’d, with little pain, 

But a confusion worse than such 
I own that I should deem it much, 
Dying, to feel the same again , 

And yet I do suppose we must 
Feel far more eie we turn to dust 

M 4 
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No mattei , I have bared my biow 

Full m Death’s face — before — and now (*) 

XIV 

“ My thoughts came back , where was I ? Cold,, 
And numb, and giddy pulse by pulse 
Life leassumed its lingeimg hold, 

And throb by throb till grown a pang 
Which for a moment would convulse, 

My blood leftow’d, though thick and chill, 
My eai with uncouth noises lang, 

My heart began once moie to thrill, 

My sight return*' d, though dim, alas! 

And thicken’d, as it weie, with glass 
Methought the dash of waves was nigh , 

There was a gleam too of the sky, 

Studded with stars , — it is no dream , 

The wild horse swims the wilder stieam * 

The blight broad rivei’s gushing tide 
Sweeps, winding onwai d, fai and wide, 

And we are half-way, struggling o’er 
To yon unknown and silent shore 
The waters broke my hollow trance, 

And with a temporal y stiength 
My stiffen’d limbs were rebaptized. 

My courser’s broad breast pioudly braves, 

And dashes off the ascending waves, 


(1) [The reviewer already quoted says , — “ As the Hetman proceeds, it 
strikes us there is a much closer resemblance to the fiery flow of Walter 
Scott’s chivalrous narrative, than m any of Lord Byron’s previous pieces 
Nothing can be grander than the sweep and torrent of the horses’ speed, 
and the slow, unwearied, inflexible pursuit of the wolves ”3 
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And onward we advance ! 

We leach the slippeiy shoie at length, 

A haven I but little prized, 

For all behind was daik and di ear, 

And all befoi e was night and fear 
How many horns of night oi day 
In those suspended pangs I lay, 

I could not tell , I scaicely knew 
If this were human breath I di ew 

xv 

“ With glossy skm, and dripping mane, 
And reeling limbs, and leekmg flank, 
The wild steed’s sinewy nerves still stiam 
Up the lepelling bank 
We gam the top a boundless plain 
Spreads thiough the shadow of the night, 
And onward, onward, onwaid, seems, 
Like piecipices ir our di earns, 

To stietch beyond the sight, 

And heie and there a speck of white, 

Oi scattei’d spot of dusky green, 

In masses bioke into the light, 

As rose the moon upon my light. 

But nought distinctly seen 
In the dim waste would indicate 
The omen of a cottage gate , 

No twinkling tapei from afar 
Stood like a hospitable star , 

Not even an lgms-fatuus rose 
To make him merry with my woes 
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That veiy cheat had cheei’d me then 1 
Although detected, welcome still, 
Reminding me, through every ill, 

Of the abodes of men. 

XVI 

“ Onward we went — but slack and slow , 
His savage foice at length o’erspent, 

The drooping couisei, faint and low, 

All feebly foaming went 
A sickly infant had had power 
To guide him foiwaid in that hour; 

But useless alfto me. 

His new-born tameness nought avail’d. 

My limbs weie bound , my foice had fail’d, 
Perchance, had they been free 
With feeble effoit still I tned 
To rend the bonds so staildy tied — 

But still it was in vam , 

My limbs were only wiung the more, 

And soon the idle stufe gave o’ei, 

Which but prolong’d their pam 
The dizzy lace seem’d almost done, 
Although no goal was nearly won 
Some streaks announced the coming sun — 
How slow, alas r he came T 
Methought that mist of dawning gray 
Would never dapple into day, 

How heavily it 1 oil’d away — 

Before the eastern flame 
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Rose crimson, and deposed the stais. 

And call’d the ladiance fiom their cais, ( T ) 
And fill’d the earth, fi om his deep throne, 
With lonely lustie, all his own 

XVII 

“ Up rose the sun , the mists were curl’d 
Back from the solitary woild 
Which lav around — behind — before , 
What booted it to travel se o’ei 
Plain, forest, river ? Man nor brute, 

Nor dmt of hoof, nor punt of foot, 

Lay m the wild luxunant soil , 

No sign of travel — none of toil , 

The very air was mute , 

And not an insect’s shtill small horn, 

Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne 
From lieib nor thickest Many a weist, 
Panting as if his heart would buist, 

The weary biute still staggei’d on , 

And still we weie — or seem’d — alone. 

At length, while reeling on our way, 
Methought I heard a coursei neigh, 

From out yon tuft of blackening fiis 
Is it the wind those branches stns ? 

No, no f from out the forest prance 
A trampling troop , I see them come T 
In one vast squadion they advance T 
I stiove to^eiy — my lips were dumb. 

(1) [MS — “ Rose crimson, and forbad the s*irs 

To sparKle m their radiant cars E ] 
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The steeds rush on m plunging pride , 

But where aie they the rems to guide ? 

A thousand horse — and none to ride T 
With flowing tail, and flying mane, 

Wide nostrils — nevei sti etch’d by pam, 

Mouths bloodless to the bit or lem, 

And feet that iron never shod, 

And flanks unscarrd by spur or 1 od, 

A thousand horse, the wild, the free, 

Like waves that follow o’er the sea, 

Came thickly thundeung on, 

As if our faint appioach to meet. 

The sight re-nerved my courser’s feet, 

A moment staggering, feebly fleets 
A moment, with a faint low neigh, 

He answer’d, and then fell , 

With gasps and glazing eyes he lay, 

And reeking limbs immoveable, 

His first and last careei is done ? 

On came the troop — they saw him stoop, 

They saw me strangely bound along 
His back with many a bloody thong 
They stop — they stait — they snuff the an, 
Gallop a moment heie and theie, 

Approach, letire, wheel round and round, 

Then plunging back with sudden bound, 

Headed by one black mighty steed, 

Who seem’d the patriaich of his breed, 

Without a single speck or hair„ 

Of white upon his shaggy hide , 

They snort — they foam — neigh — swerve aside, 
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And backward to the foiest fly, 

By instinct, fi om a human eye — 

They left me there to my despair, 

Link’d to the dead and stiffening wi etch, 
Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch, 
Relieved fiom that unwonted weight, 

From whence I could not extricate 
Nor him nor me — and there we lay 
The dying on the dead f 
I little deem’d another day 

Would see my houseless, helpless head. 

“ And theie fiom mom till twilight bound, 
I felt the heavy hours toil round, 

With just enough of life to see 
My last of suns go down on me, 

In hopeless certainty of mmd, 

That makes us feel at? length lesign’d 
To that which our foiebodmg years 
Piesents the worst and last of feats 
Inevitable — even a boon, 

Nor moie unkind for coming soon , 

Yet shunn’d and dieaded with such care, 
As if it only were a snaie 
That piudence might escape 
At times both wish’d for and imploied, 

At times sought with self-pointed swoid, 
Yet still a dark and hideous close 
To even intolerable woes, 

And welcome m no shape 
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And, strange to say, the sons of pleasure, 
They who have re veil’d beyond measure 
In beauty, wassail, wine, and treasuie, 

Die calm, or calmer, oft than he 
Whose heritage was misery 
Foi he who hath m turn run thiough 
All that was beautiful and new, 

Hath nought to hope, and nought to leave , 
And, save the futuie, (which is view’d 
Not quite as men aie base or good, 

But as their nerves may be endued,) 

With nought perhaps to grieve — 

The wietch stilf hopes his woes must end, 
And Death, whom he should deem his friend, 
Appears, to his distemper’d eyes, 

Ai lived to rob him of his puze, 

The tree of his new Paiadise 
To-morrow would have given him all, 

Repaid his pangs, repair ’d Ins fall , 

To-moirow would have been the fiist 
Of days no more deploied or cuist, 

But blight, and long, and beckoning yeais, 
Seen dazzling thiough the mist of teais, 
Guerdon of many a painful hour , 

To-morrow would have given him power 
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save — 

And must it dawn upon his giave ? 

XVIII 

“ The sun was sinking — still I lay 

Chain’d to the chill and stiffening steed, 
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I thought to mmgle there our clay , 

And my dim eyes of death had need, 

No hope aiose of being freed 
I cast my last looks up the sky, 

And there between me and the sun 
I saw the expecting raven fly, 

Who scarce would wait till both should die, 
Ere his repast begun , 

He flew, and pei ch’d, then flew once more, 
And each time neaiei than before , 

I saw his wing thiough twilight flit, 

And once so neai me he aht 

I could have smote, but lack’d the stiength , 
But the slight motion of my hand, 

And feeble scratching of the sand, 

The exeited tin oat s faint stiugglmg noise, 
Which scarcely could be call’d a voice, 
Togethei scared him off at length — 

I know no moie — my latest dieam 
Is something of a lovely star 
Which fix’d my dull eyes fiom afar, 

And went and came with wandering beam, 
And of the cold, dull, swimming, dense 
Sensation of lecuirxng sense, 

And then subsiding back to death, 

And then again a little bi eath, 

A little tin ill, a shoit suspense, 

An icy sickness cuidling o’er 
My heart, and spaiks that cioss’d my bram — 
A gasp, a thiob, a start of pam, 

A sigh, and nothing moie. 
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XIX 

“ I woke — Wheie was I ? — Do I see 
A human face look down on me ? 

And doth a roof above me close ? 

Do these limbs on a couch repose ? 

Is this a chambei wheie I lie ? 

And is it mortal yon bright eye, 

That watches me with gentle glance ? 

I closed my own again once more, 

As doubtful that the foimei tiance 
Could not as yet be o’er. 

A slender girl, long-hau ’d, and tall, 

Sate watching by the cottage wall , 

The sparkle of hei eye I caught, ^ 

Even with my first leturn of thought , 

For evei and anon she threw 
A piymg, pitying glance on me 
With hei black eyes so wild and fiee 
I gazed, and gazed, until I knew 
No vision it could be, — 

But that I lived, and was leleaseH 
Fiom adding to the vul tuie’s feast 
And when the Cossack maid beheld 
My heavy eyes at length unseal’d, 

She smiled — and I essay’d to speak, 

But fail’d — and she approach’d, and made 
With lip and finger signs that said, 

I must not strive as yet to break 
The silence, till my strength should be 
Enough to leave my accents free , 

And then hei hand on mine she laid, 
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And smooth’d the pillow foi my head, 

And stole along on tiptoe tread, 

And gently oped the dooi , and spake 
In whispeis — ne’er was voice so sweet * 

Even music follow’d hex light feet , — 

But those she call’d were not awake, 

And she went foith , but, eie she pass’d, 
Anothei look on me she cast, 

Anothei sign she made, to say, 

That I had nought, to feai, that all 
Were near, at my command or call, 

And she would not delay 
Her due leturn — while she was gone, 
Methought j^felt too much alone 

xx 

cc She came with mothei and with sue — 
What need of moie ? — I will not tue 
With long lecital of the lest, 

Since I became the Cossack’s guest 
They found me senseless on the plain — 
They boi e me to the nearest hut — 

They brought me into life again — 

Me — one day o’ei then realm to leign r 
Thus the vam fool who strove to glut 
His rage, refining on my pam, 

Sent me foitli to the wilderness, 

Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone, 

To pass the dgseit to a thione, — 

What moi tal his own doom may guess 5 — 

VOL XI N 
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Let none despond, let none despan y 
To-monow the Borysthenes 
May see our courseis giaze at ease 
Upon his Tuikisli bank, — and never 
Had I such welcome for a uver 

As I shall yield when safely theie ( ] ) 

Comi ades, good night ] ” — The Hetman threw 
His length beneath the oak-tiee shade, 

With leafy couch aheady made, 

A bed nor comfortless noi new 
To him, who took his rest whene’er 
The hour amved, no mattei wheie 
His eyes the hastening slumbeis steep 
And if ye maivel Chailes forgot ^ 

To thank his tale, he wondeTd not, — 

The king had been an horn asleep ( 2 ) 

(1) [ <f Chailes, having perceived tlVit the day was lost, and that his 
only chance of safety was to retire with the utmost precipitation, suffered 
himself to be mounted on horseback, and with the remains of his army 
fled to a place called Perewoloclma, situated m the angle formed by the 
junction of the Vorskla and the Borjsthenes Here, accompanied by 
Mazeppa, and a few hundreds of his followeis, Chliles swam o\ei the latter 
great river, and proceeding over a desolate counti y, m danger of perishing 
with hunger, at length leached the Bog, where he was hmaly received by 
the Turkish pacha. The Russian em oy at the Sublime Porte demanded 
that Mazeppa should be delivered up to Peter, but the old Hetman tf the 
Cossacks escaped this fate by taking a disease which hastened his death ’ 
— Barrow’,? Petei tl e G? cat, pp 196 — 203 3 

(2) [The copy of Mazeppa sent to this country by Lord Byron, is m the 
handwriting of Theresa, Countess Guiccioli , and it is impossible not to 
suspect that the Poet had some circumstances of his own personal history 
in his mind, when he poitiayed the fair Polish Thuesa , her youthfu 
lover, and the jealous rage of the old Count Palatine — E ] 
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i 

Oh Venice ! Venice f when thy arble walls 
Aie level with the waters, theie shall be 
A cry of nations o’er thy sunken halls, 

A loud lament along the sweeping sea ! 

If I, a northern wanderer, weep for thee, 

What should thy sons do? — any thing but weep. 
And yet they only mmmur m their sleep 
In contrast with their fathers — as the slime, 

The dull green ooze of the receding deep, 

Is with the dashfng of the spring-tide foam, 

That drives the sailor shipless to his home, 

Are they to those that were , and thus they creep, 
Crouching and crab-like, through their sapping sti eets 
Oh t agony — that centuries should reap 
No mellower harvest 1 Thirteen hundred years 
Of wealth and glory turn’d to dust and tears , 

And every onument the stranger meets, 

Church, palace, pillar, as a mourner greets , 

And even the Cion all subdued appears, 

And the haish sound of the barbarian drum, 

With dull and daily dissonance, lepeats 
n 3 
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The echo of thy tyrant’s voice along 
The soft waves, once all musical to song, 

That heaved beneath the moonlight with the thiong 
Of gondolas — and to the busy hum 
Of cheerful creatures, whose most sinful deeds 
Weie but the overheating of the heart, 

And flow of too much happiness, which needs 
The aid of age to turn its course apart 
From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 
Of sweet sensations, battling with the blood 
But these are bettei than the gloomy errors, 

The weeds of nations m then last decay, 

When Vice walks foith with her unsoften’d terrors, 
And Mirth is madness, and but smiley to slay. 

And Hope is nothing but a false delay, 

The sick man’s lightning half an hour ere death, 
When Faintness, the last mortal bnth of Pam, 

And apathy of limb, the dull beginning 

Of the cold staggering lace which Death is winning, 

Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away , 

Yet so relieving the o’er-tortui ed clay, 

To him appears renewal of his breath, 

And freedom the mere numbness of his chain , — 
And then he talks of life, and how again 
He feels his spnits soaring — albeit weak, 

And of the fresher air, which he would seek , 

And as he whispers knows not that he gasps, 

That his thm finger feels not what it clasps, 

And so the film comes o’er him — and the dizzy 
Chamber swims round and round — and shadows busy, 
At which he vainly catches, flit and gleam, 

Till the last xattle chokes the strangled scream, 
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And all is ice and blackness, — and the earth 
That which it was the moment ere oui bnth 

ii 

There is no hope for rations f — Seaich the page 
Of many thousand yeais — the dafy scene, 

The flow and ebb of each recumng age, 

The evei lasting to be which hath been , 

Hath taught us nought or little still we lean 
On things that roz beneath oui weight, and wear 
' Oui strength away ft* wrestling with the air, 

Foi ’tis oui nature stukes us down the beasts 
Slaughter’d m houily hecatomb* for feasts 
Are of as high an ordei — they must go [slaughter 
Even wheie ^heir duvei goads them, though to 
Ye men, who pour youi blood for kings as water, 
What have they given youi children m letum ^ 

A heritage of seivitudk and woes, 

A blindfold bondage, wheie youi hue is blows 
What 1 do not yet the led-hot ploughshares burn, 
O’er which you stumble m a false 01 deal, 

And deem this proof of loyalty the real, 

Kissing the hand that guides you to your scais, 
And gloiymg as you tread the glowing bais ? 

All that your sues have left you, all that Time 
Bequeaths of fiee, and Histoiy of sublime, 

Spring from a diffeient theme T — Ye see and lead, 
Admire and sigh, and then succumb and bleed t 
Save the few spmts, who, despite of all, 

And woise than all, the sudden ctimes engender'd 
By the down-thundei mg of the pnson-wall, 

And thnst to swallow the sweet waters tender’d, 

N 4 
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Gushmgfrom Freedom’s fountains — when the crowd, 
Madden’d with centuries of draught, are loud, 

And trample on each other to obtain 
The cup which brings oblivion of a chain 
Heavy and sore, — m which long yoked they plough’d 
The sand, — or if there sprung the yellow giain, 
’Twas not for them, their necks weie too much bow’d. 
And their dead palates chew’d the cud of pam — 
Yes ! the few spirits — who, despite of deeds 
Which they abhor, confound not with the cause 
Those momentary starts from Nature’s laws, 

Which, like the pestilence and earthquake, smite 
But foi a term, thefi pass, and leave the earth 
With all her seasons to repair the blight 
With a few summers, and again put forth 
Cities and generations — fair, when free — 

For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for thee r 

< 

hi 

Gloiy and Empne J once upon these toweis 
With Fieedom — godlike Triads how ye sate T 
The league of mightiest nations, m those hours 
When Venice was an envy, might abate, 

But did not quench, her spmt — m her fate 
All were enwrapp’d the feasted monaichs knew 
And loved their hostess, nor could learn to hate, 
Although they humbled — with the kingly few 
The many felt, for from all days and climes 
She was the voyager’s worship , — even her crimes 
Were of the softei ordei — bom of Love, 

She drank no blood, nor fatten’d on the dead, 

But gladden’d where her harmless conquests spiead ; 



ODE ON VENICE. 


185 


Foi these restored the Cross, that from above 
Hallow d her sheltering banners, which incessant 
Flew between earth and the unholy Crescent, 
Which, if it waned and dwindled, Earth may thank 
The city it has clothed m chains, which clank 
Now, creaking m the ears of those who owe 
The name of Freedom to her glorious struggles , 
Yet she but shares with them a common woe, 

And call’d the “ kingdom” of a conquering foe, — 
But knows what all — and, most of all, we know — 

* With what set gildecl terms a tyrant juggles ! 

IV 

The name of Commonwealth is past and gone 
O’ei the thiee fi actions of the groaning globe, 
Venice is crush’d, and Holland deigns to own 
A sceptre, and enduies the purple robe. 

If the free Switzer yet tiestrides alone 
His chamless mountains, ’tis but for a time, 

Foi tyianny of late is cunning grown, 

And in its own g’ood season tramples down 
The spaikles of our ashes One great clime, 

Whose vigorous offspring by dividing ocean 
\re kept apart and nursed m the devotion 
Of Freedom, which then fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath’d — a heritage of heart and hand, 

And proud distinction from each other land, 

Whose sons must bow them at a monarch’s motion. 
As if his senseless sceptre were a wand 
Full of the magic of exploded science — 

Still one great clime m full and free defiance, 

Yet rears hei ciest, unconquer’d and sublime, 
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Above the far Atlantic * — She has taught 
Hei Esau-biethien that the haughty flag, 

'The floating fence of Albion’s feeblei crag, 

May stuke to those whose red right hands have 
bought 

Bights cheaply earn’d with blood — Still, still, for ever 
Better, though each man’s life-blood were a river. 
That it should flow, and overflow, than creep 
Through thousand lazy channels m our veins, 
Damm’d like the dull canal with locks and chains, 
And moving, as a sick man m Ins sleep, 

Thiee paces, and then faltering — bettei be 
Where the extmgufsh’d Spartans still are free, 

In then pioud charnel of Theimopylse, 

Than stagnate m our marsh, — 01 o’er the deep 
Fly, and one current to the ocean add, 

One spmt to the souls our fatheis had, 

One freeman more, Americk, to thee r 
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[The following translation was executed at Ravenna m 
February, 1820, and first saw the light in the pages of the 
unfortunate journal called « The Liberal 5> The merit of it, 
as Loid Byron over and o*er states m his letters, consists m 
the wonderful verbum pro verbo closeness of the veision It 
was, in fact, an exercise of skill m this art, and cannot be 
fairly estimated, without continuous reference to the original Ita- 
lian, which the reader will now, for the first time, find placed op- 
posite to the text Those who want full information, and cleai 
philosophical views, as to the origin of the Romantic Poetry 
oTtlie Italians, will do will to read at length an article on that 
subject, from the pen of the late Ugo Foscolo, m the forty - 
seeond number of the Quarterly Review We extract from 
it the passage m which that learned writer applies himself more 
particularly to the Morgante of Pulci After showing that 
all the poets of this class adopted as the groundwork of their 
fictions, the old wild materials which had for ages formed the 
stock m trade of the professed story-tellers, — in those days a 
class of persons holding the same place m Christendom, and 
moie especially m Italy, which their brothers still maintain all 
over the East, — Foscolo thus proceeds — 

<e The customary fornjs of the narrative all find a place m romantic 
poetry such are the sententious reflections suggested by the matters which 
he has just related, or arising m anticipation of those which he is about 
to relate, and which the story-teller always opens when he resumes his 
recitations , his defence of his own merits against the attacks of rivals in 
trade , and his formal leave taking when he parts from Ins audience, and 
unites them to meet him again on the morrow This method of winding 
up each portion of the poem is a favourite among the romantic poets , who 
constantly finish their cantos with a distich, of which the words may vaTv, 
hut the sense is uniform. 

* AH’ altro canto ve farb sentire, 

Se all altro canto mi verrete a udire.’ — Ariosto 

Or at the end of another canto, according to Harrington s translation, — 

* I now cut-off abruptly here my rhyme, 

And keep my tale unto another time ’ 

“ The forms and materials of these popular stones were adopted bj 
writers of a supenoi class, who considered the \ ulgar tales of their pre 
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decessors as blocks of marble finely tinted and variegated by the hand of 
nature, but which might afford a master piece, when tastefully worked and 
polished The romantic poets treated the traditionary fictions just as 
Dante did the legends invented by the monks to maintain their mastery 
over weak minds He formed them into a poem, which became the ad. 
miration of every age and nation but Dante and Petrarca were poets, 
who, though universally celebrated, were-not universally understood. The 
learned found employment in writing comments upon thei v poems , but the 
nation, without even excepting the higher ranks, knew them only by 
name At the beginning of the fifteenth century, a few obscure authors 
began to write romances m prose and m rhyme, taking for their subject 
the wars of Charlemagne and Orlando, or sometimes the adventures of 
Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table These works were so 
pleasing, that they were rapidly multiplied but the bards of romance 
cared little about style or versification, — they sought for adventures, and 
enchantments, and miracles We hereobtam at least a partial explan.. ^ * 
of the rapid decline of Italian poetry, and the amazing corruption of the 
Italian language, which took place immediately after the death of Petrarch, 
and which proceeded from bad to worse until the era of Loienzo de’ Medici 
It was then that Pulci composed his Morgante for tho amusement of 
Madonna Lutrezia, the mother o r Lorenzo , and he used to recite it at 
table to Ficino, and Politian, and Lorenzo, and the *ther illustrious cha 
racters who then flourished at Florence yet Pulci adhered stuctly to the 
original plan of the popular story tellers , and if his successors have em 
bellished them so that they can scarcely be recognised, it is ceitain that in 
no other poem can they be found so genuine and native as in the Morgante 
Pulci accommodated himself, though sportively, to the genius of his age 
classical taste and sound criticism began to prevail, and gieat endeavours 
were making by the learned to separate historical truth from the chaos of 
fable and tradition so that, though Pulci introduced the most extravagant 
fables, he affected to complain of the eirors ot Ins predecessors * I grieve,’ 
he said, { for my Emperor Charlemagne for I see that his history has been 
badly written and worse understood * 

* E del mio Cailo imperador m’merebbe , 

E N stata questa istoria, a quel ch 10 veggio, 

Di Carlo, male mtesa e scritta peggio 4 

“And whilst he quotes the great historian Leonardo Aretmo with 
respect, he professes to believe the authority of the holy Archbishop 
Turpin, who is also one of the heroes ot the poem In another passage, 
where he imitates the apologies of the story tellers, he makes a neat allu- 
sion to the taste of his audience * I know,’ he says, ‘ that I must proceed 
straight forward, and not tell a single he m the course of my tale This is 
not a story of mere invention and if I go one step out of the right road, 
one chastises, another criticises, a third scolds— * thty try to drive me mad 
— but m fact they are out of their senses * 

** Pnlci’s, verification is lemaikably fluent Yet he is deficient m 
melody, his language is pure, and his expiessions flow naturally, but 
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Ins phrases are abrupt and unconnected, and he frequently writes ungram- 
matically HiS vigour degenerates into harshness , and his love of brevity 
prevents the developement of his poetical imagery He bears all the marks 
erf rude genius , he was capable of delicate pleasantry, yet his smiles are 
usually bitter and severe His humour never arises from points, but from 
unexpected situation strongly contrasted The Fmperor Chailemagne 
sentences King Marsilius of Spcin to be hanged for high treason , and 
Archbishop Turpin kindly offers his services on the occasion 

* E’ disse Io vo , Mar&ilio, che tu muoja 
Dove tu ordinasti ll tradimento 
Disse Turpino Io voglio fare ll boja 
Carlo rispose Ed 10 son ben contento 
Che sia trattato di questi due cam 
L’opera santa con le sante mam * 

“ Here we have an emperor superintending the execution of a king, u ho 
is hanged in the piesence of a vast multitude, all of whom are greatly 
edified at beholding an archbishop officiating m the character of a finisher 
of the law Before this adventure took place, Caradoro had despatched an 
ambassador to the emperor, complaining of the shameful conduct ot a wicked 
Paladin, who had seduced the princess his daughter The orator does not 
piesent himself with modern diplomatic courtesy— 

‘ Macon t’abbatta come traditore, 

O disleale e mgiusto imperadore 1 
A Caradoro b stato sentto, O Carlo, 

O Carlo ’ 0 Carlo ’ * e crollava la testa) 

De la tua corte, che non puoi negarlo, 

De la sua figlia cosa disonesta ’ 

“ 4 0 Charles,’ h^cried, c Charles, Charles ” — and as he cried 
He shook his head — * a sad complaint I bring 
Of shameful acts which cannot be denied 
King Caradore has ascertain’d the thing. 

Which comes moreover prov ed and verified 
By letters from your own side of the water 
Respecting the behaviour of his daughter ' 

“ Such scenes may appear somewhat strange , but Caradoro’s embassy, 
and the execution of King Marsilius, are told m strict conformity to the 
notions of the common people, and as they must still be described if we 
wished to imitate the popular storj tellers If Pulci be occasional!) refined 
and delicate, his snatches of amenity resulted from the national character 
of the Florentines, and the revival of letters But at the same time, we 
must trace to nationaj character, and to the influence of his daily com- 
panions, the buffoonery which, m the opinion of foreigners, frequentl) dis- 
graces the poem M Gmguene has criticised Pule m the usual style of 
bis county men He attributes modern manners to ancient times, and 
takes it for granted that the individuals of every other nation think and 
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act like modern Frenchmen On these principles, he concludes that Pulci, 
both with lespect to his subject and to his mode of treating it, intended 
only to write burlesque poetry , because, as he says, such buffoonery could 
not have been introduced into a composition recited to Lorenzo de’ Medici 
and his enlightened guests, if the author had intended to be in earnest 
In the fine portrait of Lorenzo given by Machiavelli at the end of his 
Florentine history, the historian complins that he took more pleasure in 
the company of jesters and buffoons than beseemed such a man It is a 
little singular that Benedetto Varchi, a contemporary historian, makes the 
same complaint of Machiavelli himself Indeed, many known anecdotes of 
Machiavelli, no less than his fugitive pieces, prove that it was only when 
he was acting the stateman that he wished to be grave , and that he could 
laugh like other men when he laid aside his dignity "We do not think he 
was m the wrong But, whatever opinion may be formed on the subject, 
we shall yet be forced to conclude that great men may be compelled to 
blame the manners of their times, without r oemg able to withstand tueir 
influence In other respects, the poem of Pulci is serious, both in subject 
and m tone And here we shall repeat a general observation, which we 
advise our readers to apply”' to all the romantic poems of the Italians — 
That their comic humour arises from the contrast "between the constant en- 
deavours of the writers to adhete to the forms and subjects of the popular 
story-tellers , and the efforts made at the same time the genius of these 
writers to render such materials intei esting and sublime 
“ This simple elucidation of the causes of the poetical character of the 
Morgante has been overlooked by the critics, and they have therefore dis- 
puted with great earnestness during the last two centuries, whether the 
Morgante is written in jest or earnest , mid whether Pulci is not an atheist, 
who wrote in verse for the express purpose of scoffing at all religion Mr 
Merivale inclines, in his Orlando m Roncesvalles, to the opinion of M Gm- 
guene, that the Morgante is decidedly to be considered as a burlesque 
poem, and a satire against the Christian leligion r Yet Mr Menvale him- 
self acknowledges that it is wound up with a tragical effect, and dignified 
by religious sentiment , and is therefore forced to * leave the question 
amongst the unexplained, and peihaps inexplicable phenomena of the 
human mind ’ If a similar question had not been already decided, both in 
regard to Shakspeare and to Ariosto, it might be still a subject of dispute 
whether the former intended to write tiagedies, and whether the other 
did not mean to burlesque his heroes It is a happy thing that, with 
regard to those two great writers, the war has ended by the fortunate 
intervention of the general body of readers, who on such occasions, 
form their judgment with less erudition and with less prejudice than 
the critics But Pulci is little read, and his age is little known We are 
told by Mr Merivale, that * the points of abstruse theology are discussed 
m the Morgante with a degiee of sceptical freedom which we should 
imagine to be altogether remote from the spirit of Che fifteenth century ’ 
Mr Merivale follows M Ginguend, who follows Voltaire And the philo 
sopher of Ferney, who was always beating up m all quarters for allies 
against Christianity, collected all the scriptural passages of Pulci, upon 
which he commented m his own way But it is onlv since the Council of 
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Trent, that any doubt which might be raised on a religious dogma exposed 
an author to the charge of impiety , whilst, m the fifteenth century, a 
Catholic might be sincerely devout, and yet allow himself a certain degree 
of latitude m theological doubt At one and the same time the Florentines 
might well believe m the Gospel and laugh at a doctor of divinity for it 
was exactly at this era that they had been spectators of the memorable 
controversies between the representatives of the eastern and western 
churches Greek and Latin bishops from every corner of Christendom 
had assembled at i lorence for the purpose of trying whether they could 
possibly understand each other , and when they separated, they hated each 
other worse than before At the very time when Pulci was composing his 
Morgante, the clergy of Florence protested against the excommunications 
pronounced by Sixtus IV , and with expressions by which his holiness was 
anathematised in his turn During these proceedings, an archbishop, con- 
victed of being a papal emissary, was hanged from one of the windows of 
rne'government palace at llWence this event may have suggested to 
Pulci the idea of converting another archbishop into a hangman The 
romantic poets substituted literary and scientific observations for the trivial 
digressions of the story-tellers This was a great improvement and al- 
though it was not well managed bv Pulci, yet he presents us with much 
curious incidental matter In quoting his philosophical friend and con- 
temporary Matteo Palmien, he explains the instinct of brutes b> a bold 
hypothesis — he supposes that they are animated by evil spirits This idea 
gave no offence to the theologians of the fifteenth century , but it excited 
much orthodox indignation when Father Bougeant, a French monk, 
brought it forward as a new theory of his own Mr Merivale, after ob- 
serving that Pulci died before the discovery of America by Columbus, 
quotes a passage * which will become a very interesting document for the 
philosophical historian We give it in his prose translation — 4 1 he water 
is level through its whole extent, although, like the earth, it has the form 
of a globe Mankind uk those ages were much more ignorant than now 
Hercules would blush at this day for having fixed his columns Vessels 
will soon pass far beyond them They may soon reach another hemisphere, 
because every thing tends to its centre , m like manner, as by a dn me 
mystery, the earth is suspended in the midst of the stars, here below are 
cities and empires, which were ancient The inhabitants of those regions 
were called Antipodes They have plants and animals as well as you, and 1 ! 
wage wars as well as you * — 1 Morgante, c xxv st 229, &c $ 

<c The more we consider the traces of ancient science, which break m 
transient flashes through the darkness of the middle ages, and which gra- 
dually re illuminated the horizon, the more shall we be disposed to adopt 
the hypothesis suggested by Bailly, and supported by him with seductive 
eloquence He maintained that all the acquirements of the Greeks and 
Romans had been transmitted to them as the wrecks and fragments of the 
knowledge once possessed by primaeval nations, by empires of sages and 
philosophers, who were afterwards swept from the face of the globe by 
some overwhelming catastrophe His theory may be considered as ex- 
travagant , but if the literary productions of the Romans were not yet 
extant, it would seem incredible, that, after the lapse of a. few centuries 
VOL XI. O 
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the civilisation of the Augustan age could have been succeeded m Italy by 
such baibanty The Italians were so ignorant, that they forgot their 
family names , and before the eleventh century individuals were knovrt 
qnly by their Christian names They had an indistinct idea, m the middle 
ages, of the existence of the antipodes , but it was a reminiscence of an- 
cient knowledge Dante has indicated the number and position of the stars 
( omposmg the polar constellation of the Austral hemisphere At the same 
time he tells us, that when Lucifer was hurled from the celestial regions, 
the arch devil transfixed the globe , half his body remained on our side of 
the centre of the earth, and half on the other side The shock given to 
the earth by his fall drove a great portion of the waters of the ocean to the 
southern hemisphere, and only one high mountain remained uncovered, 
upon which Dante places his purgatory As the fall of Lucifer happened 
before the creation of Adam, it is evident that Dante did not admit that 
the southern hemisphere had ever been inhabited , but, about thirty years 
afterwards, Petraich, who was better versed m the ancient writers, 
ventured to hint that the sun shone upon mortals who were unknown 
to us 

c Nella stagion che ll ciel rapido mchma 
Vers’ occidente, e che ll di nostro vola 
A gente che di la forse 1* aspetta,* 

ec In the course of half a centuiy after Petrarch, another step was gamed 
The existence of the antipodes was fully demonstrated Pulci raises a 
devil to announce the fact, but it had been taught to lnm by his fellow- 
citizen Paolo loscanelli, an excellent astronomer and mathematician, who 
wrote m his old age to Christophei Columbus, exhorting him to undertake 
his expedition A few stanzas have been translated by Mr Merivale, 
with some slight variations, which do not wrong the original They may 
be considered as a specimen of Pulci s poetry, when he writes with ima 
gmation and feeling Orlando bids farewell to his ftying horse 

( IIis faithful steed, that long had served him w ell 
In peace and war, now closed his languid eye, 

Ivncel d at his feet, and seem d to say * e TarewelP 
I’ve brought thee to the destined port, and die ” 

Orlando felt anew his sorrows swell 
When he beheld his Bngliadoro lie 
Stretch’d on the field, that crystal fount beside. 

Stiffen’d his limbs, and cold his warlike pride 
And, “ O my much loved steed, my generous fuend. 
Companion of my better years 1 ” he said , 

“ And have I lived to see so sad an end 
Of all thy toils, and thy brave spirit fled^ 

O pardon me, if e’er I did offend 

With hasty wrong that mild and faithful head f ” — 

Just then, his eyes a momentary light 

Flash d quick , — then closed again m endless night * 
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C£ When Orlando is expiring on the field of battle, an angel descends to 
him, and promises that Alda his wife shall join him m paradise 
e Bright with eternal youth and fadeless bloom, 

Thine Aldabella thou shalt behold once more. 

Partaker of a bliss beyond the tomb 
With her whom Sinai s holy hills adore. 

Crown’d with fres i flowers, whose colour and perfume 
Surpass what Spring s rich bosom ever bore — 

Thy mourning widow here she will remain. 

And be m Heaaen thy joyful spouse again * 

“ Whilst the soul of Orlando was soaring to heaven, a soft and plaintive 
strain was heard, and angelic voices joined m celestial harmonj Thev 
sang the psalm, 4 When Israel went out of Egjpt,’ and the singers were 
known to be angels from the trembling of their wings 
* Poi si senti f on un suon dolce e fioco 
Certa armoma con si soavi accenti 
Che ben parea d’ angelici stromenti 
* * * * * * 
c In cxitu Is) ael, cantar, de JHgypto, 

Sent to fu dagli angeli solenne 
Che s^onobbe al tremolar le penne ’ 

“ Dante has inserted passages fiom the t ulgatem his Duma Commedia , 
and Petrarch, the most religious of poets, quotes Scupture er en w hen he is 
courting 1 et they were not accused of impiety Neither did Pulci incur 
the danger of a posthumous excommunication until after the Reformation, 
when Pius V (a Dominican, wm> was turned into a samt by a subsequent 
pope) promoted the welfare of holj mother church by burning a few wicked 
books, and hanging a few troublesome authors The notion tint Pulci 
was in the odour of heresy influenced the opinion of Milton, who only 
speaks of the Morgan Jp as a * sportful romance’ Milton was anxious to 
prove that Catholic writers had ridiculed popish divines, and that the Bible 
had been subjected to private judgment, notwithstanding the popes had 
prohibited the reading of it His ardour did not allow him to stop and ex- 
amine whether this prohibition might not be posterior to the death of Pulci 
Milton had studied Pulci to advantage The knowledge which he ascribes 
to his devils, their despairing repentance, the lofty sentiments which he 
bestows upon some of them, and, abo\ e all, the principle that, notwith- 
standing their crime and its punishment, they retain the grandeur and per- 
fection of angelic nature, are all to be found in the Moigante as well as in 
Paradise Lost knosto and Tasso have imitated o + her i assages When 
great poets borrow fiom their inferiors m genius, they turn their acquisi 
tions to such advantage that it is difficult to detect their theft 15 , and still 
more difficult to blame them 

« The poem is fill d with kings, knights, giant , and deeds There are 
many battles and many duels Wars rise out of wars, and empires are 
t onquered in a day Pulci treats us with plenty of magic and enchantment 
His love adventures are not peculiarly interesting, and, with the excep 
tion of four or five leading personages, his characters are of no moment The 

o 2 
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fable turns wholly upon the hatred which Ganellon, the felon knight of 
Maganza, bears towards Orlando and the rest of the Christian Paladins 
Charlemagne is easily practised upon by Ganellon, his prime confidant 
and man of business fro he tieats Orlando and his friends m the most 
scurvy manner imaginable, and sends them out to hard service in the 
wars against Trance Ganellon is despatched to Spain to treat with 
King Marsihus, being also instructed to obtain the cession of a kingdom for 
Orlando , but he concerts a treacherous device w ith the Spaniards, and 
Oilando is k lied at the battle of Roncesvalles The intrigues of Ganellon, 
his spite, his patience, his ob-.tinacy, his dissimulation, his affected humility, 
and his inexhaustible powers of intrigue, are admirably depicted and his 
character constitutes the chief and finest feature m the poem Charlemagne 
is a worthy monarch, but easily gulled Orlando is a real hero, chaste 
and disinterested, and vho fights m good earnest for the propagation of 
the futh He baptizes the giant Morgante, who aftei wards, serves him 
like a faithful squire There is anothei gian% whose name is Margutto - 
Moigante falls in with Margutte , and they become sworn brothers Mar- 
gutte is a very infidel giant, ready to confess lus failings, and full of drollery 
He sets all a laughing, readers, giants, devils, and heroes, and he finishes 
his career by laughing till he bursts ” 

The reader is refei red to Vol IV p 283 28^ ante, for Lord 
ByiorTs letters written when he was engaged on his version of 
the Morgante Gieat part of them is occupied with anxious 
endeavours to ascertain whether usbergo means a helmet or a 
cum ass, a point on which the sligHtest knowledge of German 
would have been sufficient to make him easy JJbbeigo is onl) 
another form of our own hauberk, and both are manifest coi- 
luptions of the Gei man halsberg, i e covering of the neck — E ] 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


J^he Morgante M a gg 10re > of the first canto of 
which this tianslation is offered, divides with the 
Oilando Xnnamoiato the honour of having formed 
and suggested the style and story of Anosto The 
great defect# of Boiardo were his treating too 
seriously the narratives of chivalry, and his hai sh 
style Ariosto, m his continuation, by a judicious 
mixture of the gaiety of Pulci, has avoided the one , 
and Berm, m lus reformation of Boiardo’s poem, has 
corrected the other Pulci may be consideied as 
the precursoi and model of Berm altogether, as he 
has partly been to Ariosto, however mfenoi to both 
his copyists. He is no less the founder of a new 
style of poetry veiy lately spiung up m England I 
allude to that of the ingenious Whistleciaft The 
serious poems on Roncesvalles m the same language, 
and more particularly the excellent one of Mi Men- 
vale, aie to be tiaced to the same souice It has 
nevei yet been decided entnely wliethei Pulcfs in- 
tention was 01 was not to deride the religion which 
is one of his favourite topics It appeals to me, that 
such an intention would have been no less hazai dous 
to the poet than to the priest, particularly m that age 
o 3 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


and country, and the permission to publish the poem, 
and its reception among the classics of Italy, prove 
that it neither was noi is so mteipieted That he 
intended to ridicule the monastic life, and suffered 
his imagination to play with Che simple dulness of 
his converted giant, seems evident enough , but 
suiely it were as unjust to accuse him of irreligion 
on this account, as to denounce Fielding for his 
Parson Adams, Barnabas, Thwackum, Supple, and 
the Ordinary m Jonathan Wild v — or Scott, for the 
exquisite use of his Covenanters in the “ Tales of 
my Landlord ” 

In the following translation I have used the liberty 
of the original with the pi oper names , ^as Pulci uses 
Gan, Ganellon, or Ganellone, Cailo, Cailomagno, 01 
Carlomano , Rondel, or Rondello, &c as it suits his 
convenience , so has the translator In othei i espects 
the veision is faithful to the test of the translator’s 
ability m combining his mterpietation of the one 
language with the not very easy task of 1 educing it 
to the same vei sifi cation m the otter The leadei, 
on comparing it with the ougmal, is requested to 
lemember that the antiquated language of Pulci, 
however pure, is not easy to the generality of 
Italians themselves, from its gieat mixture of Tuscan 
proverbs , and he may therefore be more indulgent 
to the present attempt How fai the translator has 
succeeded, and whether 01 no he shall continue the 
work, are questions which the public will decide 
He was induced to make the expenment partly by 
his love for, and partial intercourse with, the Italian 
^ language, of which it is so easy to acquire a slight 
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knowledge, and with, which it is so nearly impossible 
for a foreigner to become accuiately conversant 
The Italian language is like a capucious beauty, 
who accords her smiles to all, hei favouis to few, 
and sometimes least to those who have com ted hei 
longest. The translator wished also to piesent m an 
English dress a part at least of a poem nevei yet 
lendered into a northern language, at the same 
time that it has been the onginal of some of the 
most celebrated pioductions on this side of the Alps, 
"TT^well as of those fecent expenments m poetry m 
England which have been already mentioned 



200 


IL 

MORGANTE MAGGIORE. 


CANTO PRIMO 


I 

In prmcipio era ll Yerbo appresso a Dio , 
Ed eia Iddio ll Yerbo, e’l Yeibo lui 
Questo eia nel prmcipio, al parei mio , 

E nulla si pud far sanza r costui 
Perd, giusto Signor benigno e pio, 
Mandami solo un de gli angeli tui, 

Che m’accompagm, e lechimi a memoria 
Una famosa antica e degna storia 

ii 

E tu Yergme, figlia, e madre, e sposa 
Di quel Signor, che ti dette le chiave 
Del cielo e dell’ abisso, e d ogm cosa, 
Quel di che Gabnel tuo ti disse Ave r 
Perche tu se' de’ tuo ? servi pietosa, 

Con dolce ri e, e stil grato e soave, 
Ajuta 1 versi miei benignamente, 

E'nfino al fine allumma la mente 
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_ THE 

MORGANTE MAGGIORE. 


GAN*TO THE FIRST 


I. 

In the beginning was the Word next God, 

God was the Woid, the Woid no less was he 
This was m the beginning, to my mode 

Of thinking, and without him nought could be 
Therefore, just Loid 1 from out thy high abode, 
Benign and pious, bid an angel flee, 

One only, to be*my companion, who 

Shall help my famous, worthy, old song thi ough 

ii 

And thou, oh Virgin * daughter, mother, biide, 

Of the same Loid, who gave to you eacn key 
Of heaven, and hell, and eveiy thing beside, 

The day thy Gabnel said “ All hail ! ” to thee, 
Since to thy servants pity's ne’ei denied, 

With flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and free, 
Be to my verses then benignly kind, 

And to the end illuminate my mind, 



202 


MORGANTE MAGGIORE 


nr 

Era nel tempo, quando Filomena 
Con la sorella si lamenta e plora, 

Che si ncorda di sua antica pena, 

E pe’ boschetti le nmfe innamoia, 

E Febo ll eano tempeiato mena, 

Che 1 suo Fetonte l’ammaestra ancora , 
Ed appanva appunto all’ouzzonte, 

Tal che Titon si graffiava la fionte 


IV. 

Quand’io varai la mia baichetta, puma 
Per ubbidir chi sempie ubbidir debbe 
La mente, e faticarsi m pi osa e m rima, 

E del mio Carlo Imperador m’mcrebbe , 
Che so quanti la penna ha posto m cima, 
Che tutti la sua glona pievanebbe 
E stata quella istona, a quel ch’ i’ veggio, 
Di Cailo male mtesa, e scntta peggio. 


v 

Diceva gia Lionardo Aretmo, 

Che s’egli avesse avuto scrittor degno, 
Com’egli ebbe un Ormanno ll suo Pipino 
Ch’avesse dihgenzia avuto e mgegno , 
Sarebbe Carlo Magno un uom divmo , 
Pero ch’egli ebbe gian vittorie e regno, 
E fece per la chiesa e per la fede 
Certo assai piu, che non si dice o crede 
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in. 

’Twas in the season when sad Philomel 
Weeps with hei sister, who remembeis and 
Deplores the ancient woes which both befel, 

And makes the nymphs enamoui’d, to the hand 
Of Phaeton by Phoebus loved so well 

His car (but temper’d by his sire’s command) 
Was given, and on the honzon’s verge just now 
Appear’d, so that Tithonus sciatch’d his biow r 


IV 

When I piepared my baik fiist to obey, 

As it should^till obey, the helm, my mmd, 

And carry prose 01 rhyme, and this my lay 
Of Charles the Emperoi , w horn you will find 
By seveial pens already praised , but they 
Who to diffuse his gloiy were inclined, 

For all that I can see m piose 01 veise, 

Have understood Chailes badly, and w r rote woise 

v 

Leonardo Aretmo said already, 

That if, like Pepm, Charles had had a writer 
Of genius quick, and diligently steady, 

No hero would m history look brighter , 

He m the cabinet being always icady, 

And m the field a most victorious fightei, 

Who for the church and Christian faith had wrought, 
Ceites, fai more than yet is said or thought 
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Guardisi ancora a san Libei atoie 
Quella badla la presso a Manoppello, 

Giu ne gli Abbruzzi fatta pei suo onore, 
Dove fu la battaglia e’l gian flaggello 
D’un re pagan, che Carlo imperadore 
Uccise, e tanto del suo popol fello 
E vedesi tante ossa, e tanto ll sanno, 

Che tutte m Giusaffa poi si vedranno 

VII 

Ma ll mondo cieco e ignorante non prezza 
Le sue virtu, comho voirei vedere 
E tu, Fiorenza, de la sua grandezza 
Possied), e sempie potrai possedeie 
Ogni costume ed ogni ^gentilezza 
Che si potesse aquistare o avere 
Col senno col tesoio o con la lancia 
Dal nobil sangue e venuto di Fiancia 

VIII 

Dodici paladmi aveva m corte 

Carlo , e’l piu savio e famoso era Oilando 
Gran traditor lo condusse a la morte 
In Roncisvalle un trattato ordmando , 

La dove ll corno sond tanto forte 
Dopo 3a dolorosa rotta, quando^ 

Ne la sua commedia Dante qui dice, 

E mettelo con Carlo m ciel felice 
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VI. 

You still may see at Saint Liberatoxe 
The abbey, no great way from ManopeP, 
Erected m the Abruzzi to his glory, 

Because of the gieat'battle m which fell 
A pagan kmg, according to the story, 

And felon people whom Chailes sent to hell 
And there are bones so many, and so many, 
Near them GiusafFa’s would seem few, if any 


VII 

But the woild, blind and ignoiant, don’t prize 
His virtues ^ I wish to see them thou, 
Florence, by his gieat bounty don’t arise, 

And hast, and may have, if thou wilt allow, 

All proper customs and true courtesies 

Whate’ei thou hast acquired from then till now, 
With knightly courage, tieasure, or the lance, 

Is sprung from out the noble blood of France 


VIII. 

Twelve paladins had Chailes m court, of whom 
The wisest and most famous was Orlando ; 

Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb 
In Roncesvalles, as the villain plann’d too, 

While the horn rang so loud, and knell’d the doom 
Of then sad rout, though he did all knight can do , 
And Dante in his comedy has given 
To him a happy seat with Chailes m heaven. 
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Ei a per Pasqua quella di natale 
Carlo la coi te avea tutta m Pangi 
Oilando, com’io dico, il principale 
Evvi, il Danese* Astolfb, e Ansuigi 
Fannosi feste e cose tnonfale, 

E molto celebravan San Diomgi , 
Angiolm di Bajona, ed Uhvieri 
Y’era venuto, e’l gentil Beilmghien 


x 

Eiavi Avolio ed Avmo ed Ottone, 

Di Noimandla, Riccardo Paladypio, 

El savio Namo, el \ecchio Salaraone, 
Gualtiei da MonLone, e Baldovmo 
Ch’era figlmol del tnsto Ganellone 
Troppo lieto eia il figliuol di Pipmo , 
Tanto che spesso d’allegiezza gerne 
Veggendo tutti i paladim msieme 


Ma la foi tuna attenta sta nascosa, 

Per guastar sempie ciascun nostio effetto , 
Mentre die Cailo cosi si riposa, 

Oilando goveinava m fatto e m detto 
La corte e Carlo Magno ed ogni cosa . 

Gan per mvidia scoppia il maladetto, 

E commciava un di con Cailo a due 
Abbiam noi sempie Oilando ad ubbidne? 
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’Twas Chnstmas-day , m Pans all his comfc 
Chailes held, the chief, I say, Oilando was, 

The Dane , Astolfo theie too did resort, 

Also Ansmgi, the gay time to pass 
In festival and m triumphal spoi t, 

The much-renown’d St Dennis being the cause , 
Angiolm of Bayonne, and Oliver, 

And gentle Behnghieri too came theie 


x 

Avoho, and Anno, and Othone 
Of Noimandy and Richaid Paladm, 

Wise Hamo, and the ancient Salemone, 

Waltei of Lion’s Mount and Baldovm, 

Who was the son of the sad Ganellone, 

Weie theie, exciting too much gladness m 
The son of Pepin — when his knights came hither, 
He groan’d w ith joy to see them altogether 


xr 

But watchful Foitune, lurl mg, takes good heed 
Ever some bai ’gainst oui intents to bring 
While Chailes leposed him thus, in woid and deed, 
Oilando mled court, Chailes, and every thing, 
Cuist Gan, with envy bursting, had such need 
To vent his spite, that thus with Charles the king 
One day he openly began to say, 
a Oilando must we always then obey? 
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lo ho cieduto mille volte dirti 

Orlando ha m se troppa presunzione 
Noi Siam qui conti, re, duchi a servnti, 
E Namo, Ottone, Uggieri e Salamone, 
Per onorarti ognun, per ubbidirti 
Che costui abbi ogni reputazione 
Nol sofferrem , ma Siam dehberati 
Da un fanciullo non esser governati 


XIII 

Tu cominciasti msino m Aspiamonte 
A dargli a mtender che fusse gagliaido, 

E facesse gran cose a quella fonte , 

Ma se non fusse stato ll buon Gheraido, 
lo so che la vittona er$i d’ Almonte 
Ma egh ebbe sempi e Tocchio a lo stendardo 
Che si voleva quel di coronarlo 
Questo e colui ch’ha meiitato,. Carlo 


XIV 

Se ti ricoida gia sendo m Guascogna, 
Quando e’ vi venne la gente di Spagna, 

II popol de’ custiani avea vergogna, 

Se non mostrava la sua forza magna 
II ver convien pur dir, quando e’bisogna . 
Sappi ch’ognuno imperador si lagna 
Quant’io per e, npassero que’ monti 
Ch’io passai ’n qua con sessantaduo conti 
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“ A thousand times I’ve been about to say, 

Oilando too pi esumptuously goes on, 

Here ai e we, counts, Lings, dukes, to own thy sway, 
Hamo, and Otho, Ogiei, Solomon, 

Each have to honoui thee and to obey, 

But he has too much ciedit neai the throne, 
Which we won’t sufiei, but are quite decided 
By such a boy to be no longei guided 


xrn 

66 And even at Aspiamont thou didst begin 
To let him «know he was a gallant knight, 
And by the fount did much the day to win. 
But I know who that day had won the fight 
If it had not loi good Gheraido been 

The victoiy was Almonte’s else, his sight 
He kept upon the standai d, and the laui els 
In fact and fairness are his earning, Chailes 


XIV 

“ If thou rememberest being m Gascony, 

When there advanced the nations out of Spam, 
The Chnstian cause had suffei’d shamefully, 

Had not his valour driven them back again 
Best speak the truth when theie s a reason why 
Know then, oh emperoi T that all complain; 

As foi myself, I shall repass the mounts 
O’ei which I cioss’d with two and sixty counts 

VOL. XL P 
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La tua grandezza dispensai si vuole, 

E far che ciascun abbi la sua parte 
La corte tutta quanta se ne duole 
Tu credi che costui sia forse Marte ? 
Orlando un giorno udi queste parole, 
Che si sedeva soletto in. disparte 
Dispiacquegli di Gan quel che diceva , 
Ma mol to piu che Cailo gli credeva 


XVI 

E voile con la spada uccider Gano , 

Ma Ulivien m quel mezzo si mrse, 

E Durhndana gli trasse di mano, 

E cosi ll me’ che seppe gli divise 
Oilando si sdegno con- Carlo Mano, 

E poco men che quivi non l’uccise , 

E dipartissi di Parigi solo, 

E scoppia e’mpazza di sdegna e di duolo. 


XVII. 

Ad Ei mellma moglie del Danese 
Tolse Cortana, e poi tolse Rondello , 

E ’n veiso Brara ll suo cammm poi prese 
Alda la bella, come vide quello, 

Per abbracciarlo le braccia distese 
Orlando, che ismarrito avea ll cervello, 
Com’ella disse ben venga ll mio Orlando • 
Gli voile m su la testa dar col brando. 
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“ ’Tis fit thy giandeui should dispense relief, 

So that each heie may have his piopei part, 

For the whole corn t is more or less m grief 
Perhaps thou deem’st this lad a Mars m heart 
Orlando one day heaid this speech m brief, 

As by himself it chanced he sate apart 
Displeased he was with Gan because he said it, 

But much more still that Chailes should give him 
credit 


XVI, 

And with the sword he would have muider’d Gan, 
But Olivei tin ust m between the pair, 

And fiom his hand extracted Durlmdan, 

And thus at length they separated were 
Orlando angry too with Carloman, 

Wanted but little to have slam him there , 

Then foith alone fiom Pans went the chief, 

And burst and madden’d with disdain and grief 

xvir 

From Eimellma, consort of the Dane, 

He took Cortana, and then took Rondell, 

And on towards Brara puck’d him o’er the plain, 
And when she saw him coming, Aldabelle 
Stretch’d forth her arms to clasp hei lord again 
Orlando, m whose brain all was not well, 

As “ Welcome, my Oilando, home,” she said, 
Raised up his swoid to smite her on the head 
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Come colui die la furia consiglia, 
Egh pareva a Gan dar veranaente 
Alda la bella si fe’ maravigha 
Oilando si lavvide prestamente 
E la sua sposa pigliava la bnglia, 
E scese dal caval subitamente 
Ed ogni cosa narrava a costei, 

E riposossi alcun giorno con lei 


XIX 

Poi si parti portato dal furore, 

E termmo passare in Pagania , 

E mentre che cavalca, ll traditoi e 
Di Gan sempre ricorda per la via : 

E cavalcando d’uno maltio enore, 

In un desei to ti uova una badia 
In luoghi oscun e paesi lontam, 
Ch’era a" conbif tra cnstiam r e pagani 


xx 

L’abate si chiamava Chiaramonte, 

Era del sangue disceso d’Anglante 
Di sopia a la badia v’era un gian monte, 
Dove abitava alcun fiero gigante, 
De’quali uno avea norae Passamonte, 
L’altro Alabastro, e’l terzo era Morgante 
Con ceite fiombe gittavan da alto, 

Ed ogni di facevan qualche assalto. 
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Like him a fuiy counsels , his levenge 

On Gan m that rash act he seem’d to take, 
Which Aldabella thought extremely stiange , 
But soon Oilando found himself awake , 

And his spouse took his bndle on this change, 
And he dismounted fiom Ins hoise, and spake 
Of eveiy thing which pass’d without demur, 
And then reposed himself some days with her 


XIX 

Then full of wi ath departed fi om the place, 

And fai as pagan eountues roam’d astiay, 

And while he lode, yet still at eveiy pace 
The tiaitoi Gan remembei’d by the way, 

And wandenng on m eryn a long space, 

An abbey which m a lone desert lay, 

’Midst glens obscuie, and distant lands, he found, 
Which form’d tin* Christian’s and the pagan’s bound 


xx 

The abbot was call’d Clermont, and by blood 
Descended from Angiante under covei 
Of a gieat mountain’s brow the abbey stood, 

But ceitam savage giants look’d him ovei , 
One Passamont was foiemost of the biood, 

And Alabaster and Moigante hovei 
Second and thud, with certain slmgs, and throw 
In daily jeopardy the place below. 
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I monachetti non potieno uscire 

Del momstero o per legne o per acque 
Orlando picchia, e non volieno aprire, 
Fm che a l’abate a la fine pur piacque , 
Entrato drento commciava a dire, 
Come colui, che di Maiia gia nacque 
Adora, ed era cnstian battezzato, 

E com’ egli era a la badla arrivato 


XXII 

Disse l’abate ll ben venuto sia 

Di quel ch’io ho volentiei ti daremo, 
Poi che tu credi al figliuol di Maria , 

E la cagion, cavalier, ti diremo, 

Accio che non l’miputh a villania, 
Perch^ a l’enti ar resistenza facemo, 

E non ti voile aprn quel monache tto 
Cos! mteivien chi vive con sospelto 

XXIII 

Quando ci venni al pnncipio abitare 
Queste montagne, benche sieno oscuie 
Come tu vedi , pur si potea stare 
Sanza sospetto, ch’ elP eran sicure 
Sol da le here t’avevi a guardare , 
Fernoci spesso di biutte pauie * 

Or ci bisogna, se vogliamo starci, 

Da le bestie dimestiche guardaici. 
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The monks could pass the convent gate no more, 
Nor leave their cells for water or for wood , 
Orlando knock’d, but none would ope, before 
Unto the pnoi it at length seem’d good. 
Enter’d, he said that he was taught to adoie 
Him ho was born of Mary’s holiest blood, 
And was baptized a Christian , and then show’d 
How to the abbey he had found his road. 


XXII 

Said the abbot, C£ You are welcome , what is mine 
We give you fieely, since that you believe 
With us m Maiy Mother’s Son divine , 

And that you may not, cavaliei, conceive 
The cause of oui delay J;o let you m 
To be lusticity, you shall receive 
The leason why oui gate was bair’d to you 
Thus those who m suspicion live must do 


XXIII 

“ When hither to inhabit hist we came 

These mountains, albeit that they aie obscuie, 
As you perceive, yet without fear 01 blame 
They seem’d to piomise an asylum suie 
From savage biutes alone, too deice to tame, 
’Twas fit our quiet dwelling to secui e , 

But now, if here we ’d stay, we needs must guard 
Against domestic beasts with watch and waid 

p 4 * 
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Queste ci fan piuttosto stai e a segno 
Sonci appariti tie fieri giganti, 

Non so di quel paese o di qual regno, 

Ma mollo son feroci tutti quanti 
La foiza e’l malvoler giunt’a lo’ngegno 
Sai die pud 1 tutto , e noi non Siam bastanti , 
Questi pertuiban si 1’orazion nostra, 

Che non so piu che far, s’altri nol mostia 


XXV 

Gli anticlu padii nostu nel deseito, 

Se le lor opie sante eiano e giuste, 

Del ben seivn da Dio n’avean buon merto , 
Ne credei sol vivessm di locuste 
Piovea dal ciel la manna^ questo e ceito , 
Ma qui convien che spesso assaggi e guste 
Sassi che piovon di sopia quel monte, 

Che getteno Alabastro e Passaiponte 


xxvr 

E’l teizo ch’e Morgan te, assai piu fieio, 
Isveglie e pmi e faggi e cern e gli oppi, 
E gettagli mfin qui questo e pm vero , 
Non posso far che d’ua non iscoppi 
Menti e che parlan cosi m cirmtero, 

Un sasso pai che Rondel quasi sgioppi , 
Che da’ giganti giu venne da alto 
Tanto, ch’e’ piese sotto ll tetto un salto 
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“ These make us stand, m fact, upon the watch , 
For late theie have appeal d tluee giants lough , 
What nation 01 what kingdom boie the batch 
I know not, but they ai e all of savage stuff. 
When force and malice with some genius match, 
You know, they can do all — we are not enough 
And these so much oui 01 isons derange, 

I know not what to do, till matters change 


xxv 

“ Our ancient fatheis living the deseit m, 

For just and holy woiks were duly fed , 

Think not they lived on locusts sole, ’tis ceitam 
That manna was lam’d down fiom heaven instead, 
But here ’tis fit we keejo on the alei t m 

Our bounds, 01 taste the stones showei’d down 
for biead, 

Fiom off yon mountain daily laming fastei, 

And flung by Passamont and Alabaster 


xxvi 

“ The thud, Morgante, ’s savagest by fai , he 
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplai-tiees, and oaks, 
And flings them, oui community to bury , 

And all that I can do but moie provokes ” 

While thus they pailey m the cemeteiy, 

A stone fi om one of their gigantic sti okes, 

Which nearly ciush’d Rondell, came tumbling over, 
So that he took a long leap under covei. # 
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Tirati drento, cavaliei, per Dio, 

Disse l’abate, che la manna casca 
Risponde Orlando caro abate mio, 
Costui non vuol che’l mio caval piu pasca 
Veggo ehe lo guarrebbe del restio 
Quel sasso par che di buon braccio nasca. 
Rispose ll santo padre 10 non t’mganno, 
Credo che’l monte un giorno gitteranno. 


XXVIII 

Orlando governai fece Rondello, 

E ordmar pei se da colazione 
Poi disse abate, 10 voglio andare a quello 
Che dette al mio caval con quel cantone 
Disse l’abate come cat fratello 

r* 

Consigheiotti sanza passione ? 
lo ti sconforto, baion, di tal gita , 

Ch’io so che tu vi lascerai la vita 


XXIX 

Quel Passamonte porta m man tre daidi . 
Chi fiombe, chi baston, chi mazzafiusti ; 
Sai che giganti piu di noi gagliardi 
Son per lagion, che son anco piu giusti , 
E pm se vuoi andar fa che ti guardi, 
Che questi son villan molto e robusti 
Rispose Oilando 10 lo vedro per certo , 
Ed avviossi a pie su pel deserto 
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“ Foi God-sake, cavalier, come m with speed , 

The manna’s falling now,” the abbot cued 
“ This fellow does not wish my horse should feed, 
Dear abbot,” Roland unto him leplied 
“ Of restiveness he ’d cui e him had he need , 

That stone seems with good will and aim applied ” 
The holy father said, “ I don’t deceive , 

They’ll one day fling the mountain, I believe ” 


XXVIII. 

Orlando bade them take care of Rondello, 

And also made a breakfast of his own 
“ Abbot,” he said, “ I want to find that fellow 
Who flung at my good horse yon cornel -stone ” 
Said the abbot, “ Let i>ot my advice seem shallow , 
As to a biothei dear I speak alone, 

I would dissuade you, baion, fiom this strife, 

As knowing sui$ that you will lose youi life. 


XXIX 

“ That Passamont has m his hand three daits — 
Such slings, clubs, ballast-stones, that yield you 
must. 

You know that giants have much stouter hearts 
Than us, with reason, m proportion just 
If go you will, guaid well against their aits, 

For these aie veiy baibarous and lobust ” 
Orlando answei’d, “ This I’ll see, be sure, 

And walk the wild on foot to be secuie 
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Disse l’abate col segnarlo in fionte 
Ya, che da Dio e me sia benedetto 
Oilando, poi che salito ebbe ll monte 
Si dirizzo, come 1’ abate dfetto 
Gli avea, dove sta quel Passamonte , 
II quale Oilando veggendo soletto, 
Mol to lo squadia di dneto e davante , 
Poi domando, se star volea per fante 


XXXI 

E’ prometteva di farlo godeie 
Oilando disse pazzo saiacino, 
lo vengo a te, corn’d di Dio volere, 
Pei darti moite, e non per ragazzmo , 
A’monaci suoi fatto haiMispiaceie , 
Non pud piu compoitarti can mastino 
Questo gigante aimai si coise a fuiia, 
Quando sent! cli’e’gli diceva mgiuna, 


xxxix. 

E ntoxnato ove aspettava Orlando, 

II qual non s’eia paitito da bomba, 

Subito venne la corda gnando, 

E lascia un sasso andai fuoi de la fiomba, 
Che m su la testa giugnea rotolando 
A1 conte Oilando, e l’elmetto rimbomba, 
E’cadde pei la pena ti amortito , 

Ma piu che moito pai, tanto e stoidito 
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The abbot sign’d the great cross on his fiont, 

“ Then go you with Gods bemson and mine ” 
Oilando, after he had scaled the mount, 

As the abbot had dn ected, kept the line 
Right to the usual haunt of Passamont , 

Who, seeing him alone m this design, 

Survey'd him fore and aft with eyes observant, 
Then ask’d him, “ If lie wish’d to stay as servant 


XXXI, 

And piomised him an office of great ease 
But, said Oilando, “ Saiacen msane T 
I come to kill you, if it shall so please 

God, not to sene as footboy m your tiam. 

You with his monks so^oft have bioke the peace — 
Vile dog I ’tis past his patience to sustain ” 

The giant i an to fetch Ins arms, quite furious, 
When he leceived an answei so injurious 


XXXII 

And being return’d to wheie Oilando stood, 

Who had not moved him from the spot, and 
swinging 

The cord, he hurl’d a stone with stiength so rude, 
As show’d a sample of his skill m slmging , 

It roll’d on Count Oilando s helmet good 

And head, and set both head and helmet lingmg, 
So that he swooned with pam as if he died, 

But moie than dead, he seem’d so stupified 
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Passamonte penso che fusse moito, 

E disse 10 voglio andaimi a disaimat«~ * 
Questo poltion per chi m’aveva scoi to ? 
Ma Cnsto 1 suoi non suole abbandonaie, 
Massime Orlando, ch'egh aiebbe ll torto* 
Mentre ll gigante l’ar me va a spogliaie, 
Orlando m questo tempo si nsente, 

E nvocava e la forza e la mente 

xxxiv 

E gridd forte gigante, ove vai ? 

Ben ti pensasti d’avermi ammazzato T 
Yolgiti a dneto, che, s’ale non hai, 

Non puoi da me fuggir, can unnegato 
A tiadimento mgiunat& m’hai 
Donde ll gigante alloi maravigliato 
Si volse a drieto, e nteneva ll passo , 

Poi si chind per tor di tena un sasso 


xxxv. 

Orlando avea Cortana ignuda m mano , 

Trasse a la testa e Cortana tagliava 
Per mezzo ll teschio parti del pagano, 

E Passamonte morto rovmava 
E nel cadere ll superbo e villano 
Divotamente Macon bestemmiaya ; 

Ma mentre che bestemmia ll crudo e aceibo, 
Orlando lingiaziava il Padre e’l Yerbo 
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Then Passamont, who thought him slam outright, 
Said, 44 1 will go, and while he lies along, 
Disarm me why such craven did I fight ? ” 

But Christ his servants ne’ei abandons long, 
Especially Orlando, such a knight. 

As ta desert would almost be a wrong. 

While the giant goes to put off his defences, 
Orlando has recall’d his force and senses 


XXXIV. 

And loud he shouted, cc Giant, where dost go ? 

Thou thought’st me doubtless for the bier outlaid , 
To the right about — without wings thou’rt too slow 
To fly my vengeance — cumsh renegade J 
’Twas but by treacheiyAhou laid’st me low.” 

The giant his astonishment betray’d, 

And turn’d about, and stopp’d his journey on, 

And then he stopp’d to pick up a great stone 


xxxv. 

Orlando had Coitana bare m hand, 

To split the head m twain was what he schemed — 
Cortana clave the skull like a true brand, 

And pagan Passamont died unredeem’d, 

Yet harsh and haughty, as he lay he bann’d, 

And most devoutly Macon still blasphemed , 

But while his crude, rude blasphemies he heard, 
Orlando thank’d the Fathei and the Word, — 
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Dicendo quanta giazia oggi m’ha ’data 1 
Sempi e ti sono, o signor mio, tenuto , 
Per te conosco la vita salvata , 

Peio che dal gigante eia abbattuto 
Ogm cosa a lagion fai misuiata , 

Non val nostio potei sanza ll tuo ajuto 
Pnegoti, sopia me tenga la mano, 

Tan to cbe ancoi utorm a Cailo Mano 


xxxvxr 

Poi ch’ebbe questo detto sen’ andde, 

Tanto che trouva Alabastro piu basso 
Che si sfoizava, quando e’lo tiovde, 

Di sveglier d’una x ipa fuon un masso 
Orlando, com’e’ giuns£ a quel, gndoe 
Che pensi tu, ghiotton, gittai quel sasso ? 
Quando Alabastro questo gndo mtende, 
Subitamente la sua fromba prende 


XXXVIII 

E’trasse d’una pietra molto grossa, 

Tanto ch’Orlando bisogno scheimisse, 
Che se l’avesse giunto la peicossa, 

Non bisognava ll medico vemsse 
Orlando adopeib poi la sua possa, 

Nel pettignon tutta la spada misse . 

E moito cadde questo babalone, 

E non dimenticd peid Macone 
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Saying, “ What grace to me thou’st this day given ! 

And I to tliee, oh Lord ! am evei bound 
I know my life was saved by thee fiom heaven, 
Since by the giant I was fairly down’d 
All things by thee are measured just and even, 

Our powei without thine aid would nought be 
I pray thee take heed of me, till I can [found. 
At least return once more to Carloman ” 


XXXVII. 

And having said thus much, he went his way , 

And Alabaster he found out below, 

Doing the veiy best that m him lay 
To loot from out a bank a rock 01 two. 

Orlando, when he reached him, loud ’gan say, 

“ How thmk’st thou, glutton, such a stone to 
throw ? ” 

When Alabasterjieard his deep voice ring, 

He suddenly betook him to his slmg, 


XXXVIII 

And hull’d a fragment of a size so large, 

That if it had in fact fulfill’d its mission, 

And Roland not avail’d him of his taige, 

There would have been no need of a physician 
Orlando set himself m turn to charge, 

And in his bulky bosom made incision 
With all his sword The lout fell , but o’erthrown, he 
However by no means forgot Macone 

VOL XI Q 
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Morgante aveva al suo mo do un pahgio 
Fatto dL frasche e di schegge e di ten a 
Quivi, secondo lui, si pasa ad agio , 
Quivi la notte si rmchiude e sen a 
Oilando picchia, e daragli disagio, 
Perch e il gigante dal sonno si sfena, 
Vennegli apnr come una cosa matta, 
Ch’un’ aspra visione aveva fatta 


XL 

E’gli parea ch’un feroce seipente 

L’avea assalito, e chiamai Macometto , 
Ma Macometto non valea niente 
Ontt’e’ clnamava Gesu benedetto , 

E liberato 1’avea fmaKhente 
Venne alia porta, ed ebbe cosi detto , 

Chi buzza qua? pin sempie boibottando 
Tu ’1 sapiai tosto, gli nspose Oilando 

XL I 

Yengo per faiti, come a’tuo’ fratelh, 

Far de’peccati turn la pemtenzia, 

Da’ monaci mandato, cattivelli, 

Come stato e divina piovidenzia , 

Pel mal ch’avete fatto a toi to a quelli, 

E dato m ciel cosi questa sentenzia , 
Sappi, che freddo gn piu ch’un pilastio 
Lasciato ho Passamonte e’l tuo Alabastio, 
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XXXIX 

Morgante had a palace m his mode, 

Composed of blanches, logs of wood, and eaith, 
And sti etch’d himself at ease m this abode, 

And shut himself at night within his birth 
Orlando knock’d, and knock’d again, to goad 
The giant from his sleep, and he came forth, 
The door to open, like a crazy thing, 

For a lough dieam had shook him slumbering 


XL 

He thought that a fierce seipent had attack’d him , 
And Mahomet he call’d, but Mahomet 
Is nothing woith, and not an instant back’d him , 
But pi ay mg blessed Jesu, he was set 
At liberty fiom all tlie^feais which rack’d him , 

And to the gate he came with gieat regret — 
ce Who knocks here?” gi umblmg all the while, said he 
fi£ That,” said O.ilando, a you will quickly see 

XLT 

a I come to pieach to you, as to your brothers, 

Sent by the miseiable monks — repentance, 

Foi Piovidence divine, m you and others, 

Condemns the evil done my new acquaintance 
’Tis writ on high — your wrong must pay another’s, 
From heaven itself is issued out this sentence. 
Know then, that colder now than a pilaster 
I left youi Passamont and Alabastei 
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Disse Morgante o gentil cavaliere, 
Per lo tuo Dio non mi dir villama 
Di grazia ll nome tuo vorrei sapere ; 
Se se* Cnstian, deh dillo m eortesia 
Rispose Orlando di cotal mastieie 
Contenterotti per la fede mia . 
Adoro Cristo, ch’e Signor veiace , 

E puoi tu adorarlo, se ti piace 


XLIII 

Rispose il saiacm con umil voce 

10 ho fatto una stiana visione, 

Che m’assaliva un serpente feroce 
Non mi valeva per chiamar Macone, 
Onde al tuo Dio che confitto m croce 
Rivolsi presto la mia mtenzione 

E’ mi soccorse, e fui libero e sano, 

E son disposto al tutto esser Qnstiano. 

XLIV 

Rispose Orlando . bai oil giusto e pio, 

Se questo buon voler tenai nel core, 
L’amma tua aia quel vero Dio 
Che ci pud sol gradir d’eterno onore 
E s’tu vorrai, sarai compagno mio, 

E amerotti con peifetto amore 0 
Gl’idoli vostri son bugi^i di e vam 

11 vero Dio e lo Dio de’ Cnstiani 
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XL II 

Morgante said, “ Oh gentle cavahei t 
Now by thy God say me no villany , 

The favoui of your name I fain would heai, 
And if a Christian,' speak for courtesy ” 
Replied Orlando, “ So much to your ear 
I by my faith disclose contentedly , 
Christ I adore, who is the genuine Lord, 
And, if you please, by you may be adored ” 


XLIII. 

The Saracen rejoin'd in humble tone, 

“ I have had an extraordinary vision , 

A savage serpent fell on me alone, 

And Macon would not pity my condition , 
Hence to thy God, wh$ foi ye did atone 
Upon the cross, pieferr’d I my petition. 

His timely succoui set me safe and free, 

And I a Chustian am disposed to be ” 

XLIV 

Orlando answer’d, “ Baron just and pious, 

If this good wish your heart can leally move 
To the tiue God, who will not then deny us 
Eternal honour, you will go above, 

And, if you please, as friends we will ally us, 
And I will love you with a peifect love 
Your idols aie vam li s, full of fraud 
The only true God is the Christian’s God 

a 3 
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Yenne questo Signoi sanza peccato 
Ne la sua madre vergme pulzella - 
Se conoscessi quel Signor beato, 
Sanza’l qual non risplende sole o Stella, 
Aresti gia Macon tuo rinnegato, 

E la sua fede miqua ingiusta e fella 
Battezzati al mio Dio di boon talento 
Morgante gli risposo 10 son contento 


XLVX 

E corse Oilando subito abbiacciare 
Oilando gran caiezze gli facea, 

E disse a la badla ti vo’ menare 
Morgante, andianci piesto, respondea. 
Co’monaci la pace ci vkoI faie. 

De la qual cosa Oilando m se godea, 
Dicendo , fiatel mio divoto e buono, 
lo vd che chiegga a l’abate per^lono. 


XLVII 

Da poi che Dio lallurmnato t*ba, 

Ed acettato per la sua umiltade , 

Yuolsi che tu ancor usi umilta 
Disse Morgante per la tua bontade, 

Poi che ll tuo Dio mio sempre omai sara, 
Dimmio del nome tuo la ventade, 

Poi di me dispor puoi al r tuo comando , 
Ond’e’ gh disse, com ’egli eia Oilando 



MORGANTE MAGGIOKE. 


231 


O XLY 

66 The Lord descended to the vngm breast 
Of Mary Mothei, sinless and divine, 

If you acknowledge the Redeemer blest, 

Without whom neithei sun nor star can shine, 
Abjuie bad Macon’s false and felon test, 

Your renegado god, and woiship mine, — 
Baptize youiself with zeal, since you repent ” 

To which Morgante answer’d, “ I’m content.” 


XL VI. 

And then Orlando to embiacelum flew, 

And made much of his convex t, as he cried, 

“ To the abbey I will gladly marshal you ” 

To whom Morgante, “ Let us go,” replied, 

<e I to the fnars have fox peace to sue ” 

Which thing Orlando heard with inward pude, 
aymg, 66 My brother, so devout and good, 

Ask the abbot pardon, as I wish you would * 


XL VII. 

“ Since God has gi anted your illumination, 
Acceptmg you m meicy for his own, 

Humility should be your fiist oblation ” 

Morgante said,“ For goodness’ sake, make known- 
Smce that youi God is to be mine — your station, 
And let your name m venty be shown , 

Then will I eveiy thi$g at youi command do ” 

On which the othei said, he was Orlando 
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Disse ll gigante Gesu benedetto 
Per mille volte nngraziato sia, 
Sentito t’ho nomar, baron perfetto, 
Per tutti i tempi de la Vila la 
E, combo dissi, sempremai suggetto 
Esser ti vo* per la tua gagliardia 
Insieme molte cose ragionaro, 

E n verso la badla poi s’mviaio 


XLIX 

E per la via da que’ giganti morti 
Orlando con Morgante si ragiona : 

De la lor morte vo* che ti conforti , 

E poi che piace a Dio, a me perdona , 
A’ monaci avean fatto mille torti , 

E la nostra scnttura aperto suona 
II ben lemunerato, el mal punito ; 

E mai non ha questo Signor fallito, 


Jj 

Pero ch’egh ama 3 a giustizia tan to, 

Che vuol, che sempi e ll suo giudicio morda 
Ognun ch'abbi peccato tanto o quanto , 

E cosi ll ben nstorar si ricorda 
E non saria senza giustizia santo 
Adunque al suo voler presto t’accorda . 

Che debbe ognun voler quel che vuol questo, 
Ed accordarsi volentien e piesto. 
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“ Then,” quoth the giant, “ blessed be Jesu 
A thousand times with giatitude and praise J 
Oft, perfect baron T have I heard of you 
Through all the different penods of my days 
And, as I said, to be your vassal too 
I wish, for your great gallantly always ” 

Thus leasonmg, they continued much to say, 

And onwaids to the abbey went their way. 

XLIX 

And by the way about the giants dead 
Orlando with Morgante reason’d . “ Be, 

For their decease, I pi ay you, comfoited , 

And, since it is Gods pleasure, paidon me, 

A thousand wrongs untc^the monks they bied, 
a And oui true Scripture soundeth openly, 

Good is lewarded, and chastised the ill, 

Winch the Lord^nevei faileth to fulfil 


L. 

Because his love of justice unto all 
Is such, he wills his judgment should devour 
All who have sm, however gieat 01 small , 

But good he well remembers to restore 
Nor without justice holy could we call 
Him, whom I now lequire you to adoie. 

All men must make hit will then wishes sway, 
And quickly and spontaneously obey 
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E sonsi 1 nostrx dotton accordati, 

Pigliando tutti una conclusione, 

Che que’ che son nel ciel glorificati, 
S’avessm nel pensier compassione 
De’ miseri parenti, che dannati 
Son ne lo inferno m gran confusione, 

La lor felicita nulla sarebbe , 

E vedi che qui mgiusto Iddio parrebbe 

LII 

Ma egli anno posto m Gesu ferma spene , 

E tanto paie a loi, quanto a lui pare , 
Afferman cid ch’e’fa, che facci bene, 

E che non possi m nessun modo enaie 
Se padre o madre e nelF eterne pene, 

Dx questo non si posson contuxbare 
Che quel che place a Dio, sol piace a loro 
Questo s’osserva ne l’eteino coxo. 


lui 

A 1 savio suol bastai poche parole, 

Dxsse Morgan te , tu ll potrai vedeie, 
De’ miei fiatelli, Orlando, se mi duole, 
E s’ 10 m’accordero di Dio al volere, 
Come tu di’ che in ciel servax si suole . 
Morti co’ morti , or pensiam di godei e , 
Io vo taghar le mam a tutti quanti, 

E porteiolle a que’ monaci santi, 
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“ And heie our doctors ate of one accord, 

Coming on this point to the same conclusion, — 
That m then thoughts who praise m heaven the Lord 
If pity e’er was guilty of mtiusion 
Toi their unfortunate relations stored 

In hell below, and damn’d m great confusion, — 
Their happiness would be reduced to nought, 

And thus unjust the Almighty’s self be thought 


LIT. 

« But they m Chust have firmest hope, and all 
Which seems to him, to them too must appear 
Well done, nor could it otherwise befall 
He never can m any puipose en 
If sue or mother suffer aidless thiall, 

^'fhey don’t disturb themselves for him or her. 
What pleases God to them must joy inspire , — 
Such is the observance of the eternal chon ” 


LIII. 

“ A word unto the wise,” Moigante said, 

« Is wont to be enough, and you shall see 
How much I gneve about my biethren dead, 
And if the will of God seem good to me, 
Just, as you tell me, ’tis m heaven obey’d — 
Ashes to ashes, — meiry let us be 1 
I will cut off the hands»from both their trunks, 
And cany them unto the holy monks 
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Accio ch’ognun sia piu sicuio e certo, 

Com’ e’ son moiti, e non abbm pauia 
Andar soletti per questo deserto , 

E perche veggan la mia mente pui a 
A quel Signor che m’ha ll suo regno aperto 
E tratto fuoi di tenebre si oscura 
E poi taglid le mam a’ due fratelli, 

E lasciagli a le here ed agli uccelli. 


LV 

A la badla msieme se ne vanno, 

Ove l’abate assai dubbioso aspetta 
I monaci che’l fatto ancor non sanno, 
Correvano a 1 abate tuttl m fietta, 
Dicendo pauiosi e piep’ d’afFanno 
Volete voi costui diento si metta? 
Quando l’abate vedeva ll gigante, 

Si turbo tutto nel primo sembiante 


LV I 

Orlando che turbato cosi ll vede, 

Gli disse presto abate, datti pace, 

Qesto e Cristiano, e in Cristo nostro crede, 
E nnnegato ha ll suo Macon fallace 
Morgante i moncherm rnostio per fede, 
Come i giganti ciascun morto giace , 

Donde Tabate nngraziavia Iddio, 

Dicendo , or m’ hai contento, Signor mio. 
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“ So that all pei sons may be sure and certain 
That they are dead, and have no furthei fear 
To wander solitaiy this deseit m, 

And that they may perceive my spirit clear 
By the Lord's grace, who hath withdrawn the curtain 
Of darkness, making his blight realm appear ” 
He cut his brethren’s hands off at these words 
And left them to the savage beasts and buds 


LV. 

Then to the abbey they went on together, 

Where waited them the abbot m great doubt 
The monks who knew not yet the fact, lan thither 
To their supenor, all m bieathless rout. 

Saving with tremor, “ Please to tell us whether 
% 1 ?ou wish to have this peison m 01 out?” 

The abbot, looking through upon the giant, 

Too greatly fear jd, at fii st, to be compliant 

LVI 

Orlando seeing him thus agitated, 

Said quickly, “ Abbot, be thou of good cheer , 
He Christ believes, as Christian must be xated, 
And hath renounced his Macon false which here 
Morgante with the hands corroborated, 

A proof of bpth the giants’ fate quite clear. 
Thence, with due thanks, the abbot God adored, 
Saying, <c Thou hast contented me, oh Lord T ” 
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E risguardava, e squadrava Moigante, 
La sua gi andezza e una volta e due, 

E poi gh disse O famoso gigante, 
Sappi ch’io non mi maiaviglio piue, 
Che tu svegliessi e gittassi le piante, 
Quand’io n guar do or le fattezze tue 
Tu saiai 01 perfetto e vero amico 
A Cristo quanto tu gh eri nimico 

lviii 

IJn nostio apostol, Saul gia chiamato., 
Persegui molto la fede di Gusto 
Un giorno poi da lo spn to infiammato, 
Peiche pui nn peisegui ? disse Cnsto 
E’ si ravvide alloi deh suo peccato 
Ando poi predicando sempie Custo, 
E fatto e 01 de la fede una tiomba, 

La qual per tutto usuona e xycnbomba 


LI\ 

Cosi faiai tu ancor, Moigante mio . 

E chi s’emenda, e scritto nel Vangelo, 
Che maggior festa fa dun solo Iddio, 
Che di novantanove altn su m cielo 
lo ti conforto ch’ogm tuo disio 
Rivolga a quel Signor con giu&to zelo, 
Che tu sarai felice m s^mpiteino, 
Ch’en perduto, e dannato alf inferno 
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He gazed , Morgante’s height he calculated, 

And moie than once contemplated his size, 

And then he said, “ Oh giant celebiated T 
Know, that no moie~ my wonder will anse, 

How you could teai and fling the tiees you late did, 
When I behold youi foim with my own eyes. 
You now a true and peifect friend will show 
Yourself to Chnst, as once you weie a foe 


LVIII 

u And one of oui apostles, Saul once named, 

Long peisecuted soie the faith of Chnst, 

Till, one day, by the Spirit being inflamed, 

4 Why dost thou persecute me thus ^ said Christ, 
And then fiom his offense he was reclaim’d, 

% And went for ever after pleaching Chnst, 

And of the faith became a tiump, whose sounding 
O’er the whole earth is echoing and abounding. 

LIX 

<£ So, my Morgante, you may do likewise , 

He who repents — thus writes the Evangelist — 
Occasions moie rejoicing in the skies 
Than nmety-nme of the celestial list. 

You may be sure, should each desne arise 
With just zeal foi the Lord, that you’ll exist 
Among the happy saints for eveimoie , 

But you weie lost and damn’d to hell before ^ 
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E giande onore a Morgante faceva 
L abate, e molti di si son posti . 

IJn giorno, come ad Orlando piaceva, 

A spasso m qua e m la si sono andati 
L’abate in una cameia sua aveva 
Molte armadure e certi archi appiccati : 
Morgante gliene piacque un che ne vede „ 
Onde e’ sel cinse bench’ oprar nol crede. 


LXI 

r 

.Avea quel luogo d’acqua carestia 
Orlando disse come buon fratello 
Moigante, vo’ die di piacer ti sia 
Andar pei l’acqua , ond’ e’ lispose a quello 
Comanda cid che vuo^ che fatto sia , 

E posesi in ispalla un gran tinello, 

Ed avviossi la verso una fonte 
Dove solea ber sempie appie del monte 


LXII 

Giunto a la fonte, sente un gran fracasso 
Di subito venir per la foresta 
Una saetta cavo del turcasso, 

Posela a l'arco, ed alzava la testa, 
Ecco appanre un gran giegge al passo 
Di porci, e vanno con molta tejnpesta , 
E arrivorno alia fontaria appunto 
Donde ll gigante § da lor sopraggiunto 
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And thus gieat honour to Moigante paid 
The abbot many days they did 1 epose 
One day, as with Oilando they both stiay’d, 

And saunter’d here and there, where’ei they chose, 
The abbot show’d a chamber, where array’d 
Much armoui was, and hung up certain bows , 
And one of these Morgan te foi a whim 
Girt on, though useless, he believed, to him 


LXI 

There being a want of water m the place, 
Orlando, like a woithy bi other, said, 
u Morgante, I could wish you m this case 
To go for watei ” “ You shall be obey’d 

In all commands,” was the reply, “ stiaightways ’ 
Upon his shouldei a gieat tub he laid, 

And went out on his way unto a fountain, 

Where he was wont to dunk below the mountain 


LXII. 

Ai rived there, a prodigious noise he hears, 
Which suddenly along the forest spiead. 
Whereat from out his quiver he pi epares 
An arrow for his bow, and lifts his head , 
And lo ! a monstrous hei d of swune appears, 
And onward rushes with tempestuous tread, 
And to the fountain’s bfmk precisely pouis , 

So that the giant’s join’d by all the boars 
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Moi gante a la ventura a un saetta , 

Appunto ne l’orecchio lo ’ncarnava 
Da l’altio lato passo la verretta, 

Onde ll cmghial giu morto gambettava , 

Un altro, quasi per fame vendetta, 

Addosso al gran gigante irato andava , 

E perche e’ giunse troppo tosto al vai co 
Non fu Morgante a tempo a trai con Parco, 

LXIV 

Vedendosi venuto d porco adosso, 

Gli dette m su la testa un gian punzone (*) 
Per m^do che gl’mfranse msmo a 1’osso, 

E moito allato a quell altro lo pone 
Gli altn poici veggendo quel percosso, 

Si mibson tutti m fug^ pel vallone , 

Moi gante si lev 6 ll tmello m eollo, 

Cli’era pien d’acqua, e non si muove un ciolio 

LXV 

Da l’una spalla ll tmello avea posto, 

Da l’altra 1 porci, e spacciava ll teireno , 

E torna a la badia, ch’b pur discosto, 

Ch’ una gocciola d’acqua non va m seno 
Oilando che’l vedea tomai si tosto 
Co’ porci morti, e con quel vaso pieno , 
Maiavigliossi che sia tanto foite , 

Cosi 1’abate , e spalancan le pojttc 


(1) “ Gli dette in six 1 1 testa un gran punzone ” It is strange tiiat Pulci 
should have hteially anticipated the technical teims of my old friend and 
mastei s Jackson, and the art which he has carried to its highest pitch 
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Morgante at a venture shot an airow, 

Which pieiced a pig precisely m the eai, 

And pass’d unto the other side quite thorough , 

So that the boai, defunct, lay tripp’d up near 
Anothei, to levenge his fellow farrow, 

Against the giant rush’d m fierce caieer, 

And reach’d the passage with so swift a foot, 
Moigante was not now in time to shoot 

rxiv 

Perceiving that the pig was on him close, 

He gave him such a punch upon the head 
As floor’d him so that he no more aiose, 

Smashing the very bone , and he fell dead 
Next to the othei Having seen such blows, 

* The other pigs along 4he valley fled , 

Mdtgante on his neck the bucket took, 

Full from the spring, which neither sweived nor shook 

nxv 

The ton was on one shouldei, and there were 
The hogs on t’other, and he brush’d apace 
On to the abbey, though by no means near, 

Nor spilt one di op of water m Ins race 
Orlando, seeing him so soon appeal 
With the dead boars, and with that brimful vase, 
Marvell’d to see his stiength so very gieat, 

So did the abbot, and set wide the gate 

“ A punch on the head," or “ a punch m the head," — “ un punzone m 
su la testa/’ — is the exact and fiequent phrase of our oc^t pugilists, who 
little dream that they are talking the purest Tuscan 

* R 2 
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I monaci veggendo 1’acqua fresca 
Si rallegrorno, ma piu de’ cmghiali , 
Ch’ogni animal si rallegra de l’esca , 

E posano a dormire 1 breviali 

Ognun s’affanna, e non par clie gl’mcresca, 

Accio che questa carne nog s’msah, 

E che poi secca sapesse di victo . 

E la digiune si restorno a drieto 

L XVII 

E ferno a scoppia corpo per un tratto, 

E scufiian, che parien de l’acqua usciti , 
Tanto chel cane sen doleva e 1 gatto, 

Che gh ossi nmanean tioppo puliti 
L’abate, poi che molto^onoro ha fatto 
A tutti, un di dopo questi conviti 
Dette a Moigante un destner molto hello, 
Che lungo tempo tenuto avea quello 


Exvm 

Morgante m su ’n un prato ll caval mena, 

E vuol che corra, e che facci ogni pruova, 
E pensa che di ferro abbi la schiena, 

O forse non credeva schiacciar l’uova . 
Questo caval s’accoscia per la pena, 

E scoppia, e ’n su la terra si ntruova. 
Dicca Morgante lieva su, rozzone , 

E va pur punzecchiando co lo sprone 
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The monks, who saw the water fresh and good, 
Rejoiced, but much more to peiceive the poik, — 
All animals are glad at sight of food 
They lay their brevianes to sleep, and woik 
With greedy pleasure, and in such a mood, 

That the flesh needs no salt beneath then fork 
Of rankness and of rot there is no fear, 

For all the fasts are now left m ariear. 


LXVIX 

As though they wish'd to burst at once, they ate , 
And gorged so that, as if the bones had been 
In water, sorely grieved the dog and cat, 

Perceiving that they all were pick’d too clean 
♦The abbot, who to all dyi honour great, 

Jjk. few days after this convivial scene, 

Gave to Morgante a fine horse, well train’d, 
Which he long time had for himself maintain’d. 


LXVIII 

The horse Morgante to a meadow led, 

To gallop, and to put him to the proof, 

Thinking that he a back of iron had. 

Or to skim eggs unbroke was light enough , 

But the horse, sinking with the pam, fell dead, 

And burst, while cold on eaith lay head and hoof. 
Morgante said, “ Get tip, thou sulky cur r ” 

And still continued pricking with the spui 
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Ma finalmente convien ch 5 egli smonte, 

E disse 10 son pur leggiei come penna, 
Ed e scoppiato , che ne df tu, conte ? 
Rispose Orlando . un aiboie d’antenna 
Mi par piuttosto, e la gaggia la fi onte 
Lascialo andar, che la fortuna accenna 
Che meco appiede ne venga, Morgante 
Ed 10 cosi verro, disse ll gigante 


LXX 

Quando serh mestier, tu mi vedrai 
Com’io mi provei d ne la battaglia 
Orlando disse 10 ciedo tu farai 
Come buon cavalier, se Dio mi vagha , 
Ed anco me dormir now nurerai 
Di questo tuo caval non te ne cagha 
Yorrebbesi portailo m qualche bosco , 
Ma ll modo ne la via non ci conosco 


LXXI 

Disse ll gigante 10 ll portei o ben 10, 

Da poi che portar me non ha voluto, 

Pei render ben per mal, come fa Dio , 
Ma vo’ che a porlo addosso mi dia ajuto. 
Orlando gh dicea Morgante mio, 

S’al mio consiglio ti saiai attenuto, 
Questo caval tu non ve \ porteresti, 

Che ti fara come tu a lui facesti, 
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But finally he thought fit to dismount. 

And said, 44 1 am as light as any featliei, 

And he has buist , — to this what say you, count 
Orlando answer’d, r Like a ship’s mast lathei 
You seem to me, and with the truck foi fiont — 
Let him go , Fortune wills that we togethei 
Should march, but you on foot Moigante still ” 
To which the giant answer’d, 44 So I will. 


I/XX. 

44 When theie shall be occasion, you will see 
How I appiove my courage m the fight ” 
Orlando said, 44 I really think you’ll be, 

If it should piove God’s will, a goodly knight, 

• Nor will you napping t]jeie discover me 

®But never mmd youi horse, though out of sight 
’Twere best to cairy him into some wood, 

If but the means or way I understood ” 


LXXI 

The giant said, 44 Then cany him I will, 

Since that to cairy me he was so slack — 
To render, as the gods do, good for ill , 

But lend a hand to place him on my back ” 
Orlando answer’d, 44 If my counsel still 
May weigh Morgante, do not undertake 
To lift or carry this dead courser, who, 

As you have done to him, will do to you. 
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Guarda die non facesse la vendetta. 

Come fece gih Nesso cosi morto * 

Non so se la sua istona hai mteso o letta , 
E J ti fax a scoppiar , dattf conforto 
Disse Morgante ajuta ch’io me J 1 metta 
Addosso, e poi vedrai s’io ve lo porto 
lo porteiei, Orlando mio gentile, 

Con le campane la quel campanile 


lxxiii 

Disse r abate il campanil v’d bene , 

Ma le campane vni l’avete rotte, 

Dicea Morgante, e’ ne porton le pene 
Color che morti son la m quelle grotte , 
E levossi il cavallo m sja le schiene, 

E disse . guai da s’io sento di gotte, 
Oilando, nelle gambe, e s' 10 lo posso , 
E fe’ duo salti col cavallo addosso. 


LXXIV. 

Era Morgante come una montagna 
Se facea questo, non e maraviglia 
Ma pure Orlando con seco si lagna , 
Perch & pur era omai di sua famiglia 
Temenza avea non pigliasse magagna 
Un’ altra volta costui riconsiglia u 
Posalo ancor, nol poitarefal deserto 
Disse Morgante il porterd per certo 
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“ Take care he don’t revenge himself, though dead, 
As Nessus did of old beyond all cure 
I don’t know if the fact you’ve heai d 01 read , 

But he will make you burst, you may be sure ” 

“ But help him on my back,” Moigante said, 

“ And you shall see what weight I can endure 
In place, my gentle Boland, of this palfrey, 

With all the bells, I’d cany yonder belfry ” 


LXXIII. 

The abbot said, “ The steeple may do well, 

But, for the bells, you’ve bioken them, I wot ” 
Morgante answer’d, “ Let them pay m hell 
The penalty who lie dead m yon giot,” 

♦And hoisting up the ho e hom where he fell, 
Jbe said, “ Now look if I the gout have got, 
Orlando, m the legs — 01 if I have force,” — 

And then he §de two gambols with the horse. 


LXXIV 

Morgante was like any mountain framed ; 

So if he did this, ’tis no prodigy , 

But secretly himself Orlando blamed, 

Because he was one of his family , 

And fearing that he might be hurt 01 maim’d, 
Once more he bade him lay his burden by 
“ Put down, noi bear Rim further the desert m ” 
Morgante said, “ Fll carry him for certain.” 
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E portollo, e gittollo m luogo strano, 

E tornd a la badia subitamente 
Diceva Oilando * or che piu dimoriano? 
Morgante, qui non facciam noi mente , 

E prese un gioino l’abate per mano, 

E disse a quel molto discretamente, 

Che vuol pai tir de la sua reverenzia, 

E domandava e perdono e licenzia. 

LXXVI. 

E de gh onor ncevuti da questi, 

Qualche volta pcTtendo, at a buon mento , 
E dice 10 mtendo ristorare e piesto 
I pei si giorm del tempo preterito 
E’ son piu di che hcervzia arei chiesto, 
Benigno padre, se non ch’ 10 mi pei ito , 
Non so mostrarvi quel che diento sento, 
Tanto vi veggo del mio stai co r ntento 


LXXVIX. 

Io me ne porto per sempre nel core 
L’abate, la badia, questo deserto , 

Tanto v’ho posto m picciol tempo amore 
Rendavi su nel ciel per me buon merto 
Quel vero Dio, quello eterno Signoie 
Che vi serba ll suo regno al fine apeito 
Noi aspettiam vostra behedizione, 
Raccomandiamci a le vostre orazione. 
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He did , and stow’d him m some nook away, 
And to the abbey then return’d with speed 
Orlando said, “ Why longer do we stay ? 

“ Morgante, here ls^nought to do indeed ” 
The abbot by the hand he took one day, 

And said, with great respect, he had agreed 
To leave his reverence , but for this decision 
He wish’d to have his pardon and pei mission 


LXXVI 

The honours they continued to receive 
Perhaps exceeded what his*ments claim’d 
He said, “ I mean, and quickly, to retrieve 

The lost days of time past, which may be blamed, 
•Some days ago I sliouldthave ask’d youi leave, 
JLnd father, but I leally was ashamed, 

And know not how to show my sentiment, 

So much I see you with our stay content 


LXXVII 

« But m my heart I beai through every clime 
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude — 

So much I love you in so short a time , 

For me, from heaven reward you w ith all good 
The God so tiue, the eteinal Loid sublime 7 
Whose kingdom at the last hath open stood. 
Meantime we stand er^ectant of your blessing, 
And recommend us to your prayers with pressing.” 
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Quando l’abate ll conte Orlando mtese, 
Rmteneri nel cor per la dolcezza, 

Tanto fervoi nel petto se gli accese , 

E disse cavalier, se a tiia prodezza 
Non sono stato benigno e coitese, 

Come conviensi a la gran gentillezza , 
Che so che cid ehVho fatto e stato poco, 
Incolpa la ignoranzia nostra e ll loco. 


LXXXX 

Noi ti potremo di messe onorare, 

Djl pi ediche di llude e paternostn, 
Piuttosto che da cena o desmare, 

O d’altri convenevol che da chiostn 
Tu m’hai di te si fatto^mnamoiare 
Per mille alte eccellenzie che tu mostri , 
Ch’io me ne vengo ove tu andrai con teco 
E d’altra parte tu lesti qui meco 


LXXX 

Tanto ch’a questo pai conti addizione, 

Ma so che tu se* savio, e ’ntendi e gusti, 
E mtendi ll mio parlar per discrizione , 
Be’ beneficj turn pietosi e giusti 
Renda ll Signoi e a te munerazione, 

Ba cui mandato in queste selve^fusti , 
Per le vn tu del qual hbferi siamo, 

E giazie a lui e a te noi ne lendiamo 



MORGANTE MAGGIORE. 


2 53 


LXXVIII. 

Now when the abbot Count Orlando heard, 

His heart grew soft with inner tenderness, 
Such feivoui in his bosom bred each word, 

And, “ Cavalier,” he said, “ if I have less 
Courteous and kind to your great woi th appear’d, 
Than fits me foi such gentle blood to express, 

I know I have done too little m this case , 

But blame our ignorance, and this poor place 


LXXIX 

“ We can indeed but honour you with masses, 
And sermons, thanksgivings and pater-nosters, 
Hot suppers, dinners (fitting other places 
In verity much lathei than the eloisteis), 

JBut such a love for you jny heait embraces, 

Bor thousand vutues which youi bosom fosters, 
Tliat whereso’er you go I too shall be, 

And, on the other pait, you rest with me 


LXXX 

“ This may involve a seeming contradiction , 
But you I know are sage, and feel, and taste, 
And understand my speech with full conviction 
For your just pious deeds may you be giaced 
With the Loid’s great reward and benediction, 
By whom you were directed to this waste 
To his high mercy is 1 fi eedom due, 

For which we render thanks to him and you. 



254 


MORGANTE MAGGXORE 


EXXXI. 

Tu ci hai salvato Tanlma e la vita 
Tanta peiturbazion gih que’ giganti 
Ci detton, che la strada era smamta 
Da ntrovar Gesu con gk altu santi 
Peio troppo ci duol la tua paitita, 

E sconsolati restiam tutti quanti , 

N& ritener possiamti i mesi e gli anm 
Che tu non se’ da vestii questi panm, 

LXXXII 

Ma da portal la lahcia e l’aimaduia 
E puossi mental con essa, come 
Con questa cappa , e leggi la scrittura 
Questo gigante al ciel dnzzd le some 
Per tua virtu, va m pace a tua ventuia 
Chi tu ti sia, cli’io non nceico ll nome , 
Ma dird sempie, s’10 son domandato, 
Ch’ un angiol qui da Dio fussi mandato 


LXXX1II 

Se c’e armadura o cosa che tu voglia, 
Yattene m zambra e pigliane tu stessi, 
E cuopn a qucsto gigante le scoglia 
Eispose Oilando se aimaduia avessi 
Puma che noi uscissim de la sogha 
Che questo rmo compagno difendessi 
Questo accetto 10, e saiemmi piacere 
Disse l’abate venite a vedeie 



MORGANTE MAGGIORE 


255 


LXXXI 

“ You saved at once our life and soul such fear 
The giants caused us, that the way was lost 
By which we could puisue a fit eareei 
In search of Jesus and the saintly host , 

And youi departure bleeds such sorrow here. 

That comfortless we all aie to oui cost, 

But months and years you would not stay in sloth, 
Nor are you foirnd to wear our sober cloth, 

LXXXII 

“ But to bear arms, and wield the lance , indeed, 
With these as much is dongas with this cowl, 
In pi oof of which the Scnptuie you may lead 
This giant up to heaven may beai his soul 
By youi compassion now m peace pioceed 
Youi state and name i seek not to unroll , 

Bui, if I'm ask’d, this answei shall be given, 

That here an angel was sent down fiom heaven 


LXXXI IX 

“ If you want aimoui 01 aught else, go m, 

Look o’ei the waidrobe, and take what you choose, 
And cover with it o’ei this giant’s skm ” 

Orlando answer’d, “ If theie should lie loose 
Some aimour, eie our journey we begin, 

Which might be turn’d to my companion’s use, 
The gift would’ be acceptable to me ” 

The abbot said to him, “ Come m and see ” 
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E m certa cameietta entiati sono, 

Che d’armadure vecchie era copiosa , 

Dice l’abate tutte ve le dono, 

Morgan te va rovistando ogni cosa , 

Ma solo un certo sbergo gli fu buono, 
Ch’avea tutta la maglia ruggmosa 
Mai avigliossi che lo cuopra appunto 
Che mai piu gnun foise glien’ era aggiunto 


LXXXV. 

dues to fu d’un gigante smisurata, 

Ch’a la badia fu morto per antico 

Dal gran Milon d’Angiante, ch’ aruvato? 

V" era, s’appunto questa istoria dico , 

Ed era ne le mura istonato, 

Come e’ fu morto questo gran nimico 
Che fece a la badia gw lunga gueira 
E Milon v’e com V l’abbatte m terra 


LXXXVI. 

Veggendo questa istoria ll conte Orlando, 

Fra suo cor disse o Dio, che sai sol tutto, 
Come venne Milon qui capitando, 

Che ha questo gigante qui distrutto 
E lesse certe lettre lacrimando, 

Che non pote tenir piu ll viso ascmtto, 
Combo dird ne la seguente istoria * 

Di mal vi guardi ll Re de falta gloua 
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And m a certain closet, where the wall 
Was cover’d with old armour like a crust, 

The abbot said to them, “ I give you all ” 
Morgante rummaged piecemeal from the dust 
The whole, which, save one cuirass, was too small, 
And that too had the ail inlaid with rust 
They wonder'd how it fitted him exactly, 

Which ne’er has suited others so compactly 

LXXXV. 

’Twas an immeasurable giant s, who 
By the gieat Milo of AgrsKite fell 
Before the abbey many yeais ago 

The story on the wall was figui ed well , 

In the last moment of tjie abbey’s foe, 

Who long had waged a wai implacable 
Precisely as the war occurrd they diew him, 

And there was Milo as he overthrew him 

* 


LXXXVI. 

Seeing this history, Count Orlando said 
In his own heart, “ Oh God, who m the sky 
Know’ st all things ! how was Milo hither led ? 

Who caused the giant m this place to die^” 
And cei tam letters, weeping, then he read, 

So that he could not keep his visage dry, — 
As I will tell m the ensuing stoiy 
From evil keep you the high King of glory f 

vol. xr s 
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’Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore. 

And coming events cast their shadows before ” 

Campbell 
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[This poem which Lord Byron, m sending it to Mr Murray, called “ the 
best thing he had ever done, if not unintelligible ** was written, m the 
summer of 1819, at 

t “ that place 

Of old renown, once m the Adrian sea, 

Ravenna 1 — where from Dante’s sacred tomb 
He had so oft, as many a verse declares, 

Drawn inspiration ” — Rogers 

’the Prophecy, however, was first published m May, 1821 It is dedicated 
to the Countess Guiccioli, who thus describes the origin of its composition 
— “ On my departure from Venice, Lord Byron had promised to come and 
see mo at Ravenna Dante’s tomb, the classical pme wood*, the relics of 
antiquity which are to be found m that place, afforded a sufficient pretext 
for me to invite him to come, and for him to accept my invitation He 
canje m the month of June, 1819; arriving at Ravenna on the day of the 
festival of the Corpus Domini Being deprived at this time of his boohs, his 
horses, and all that occupied him at Venice, I begged him to gratifj me by 
wnting something on the subject of Dante , and, with his usual facility 
and rapidity, he composed his Prophecy ” — E ] 

* “ Twas m a grove of spreading pines he strayed,” &c 

Dr\ den s Theodore and Honoi ta 
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DEDICATION. 


L&dy t if for the cold and cloudy clime 

Where I was born, but where I would not die, 

Of the great Poet-Sire of Italy 
I dare to build the imitative rhyme, 

Harsh Runic copy of the S th’s sublime, 

Thou art the cause , and howsoever I 
Fall shoit of his immortal harmony, 

^ Thy gentle heart w ill pardon me the crime 
Thou, m the pride of Beauty and of Youth, 
Spakest , and for thee to speak and be obey’d 
Are one , but only m the sunny South 

Such sounds are utter’d, and such charms display’d, 
So sweet a language from so fair a mouth — 

Ah T to what effort would it not persuade ? 


Kavenna, June 21 1819 
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In the course of a visit to the city of Kavenna in 
the summer of 1819, it was suggested to the author 
that having composed something on the subject of 
Tasso’s confinement, he should do the same on 
Dante’s exile, — the tomb of the poet foirnmg one of 
the principal objects of mteresWm that city, both to 
the native and to the stranger 

^ “ On this hint I spake^” and the result has been 
the following foui cantos, m terza rima, now offered 
to tne reader If they are understood and approved, 
it is my puipose to continue the poem m vanous 
other cantos to its natural conclusion in the piesent 
age The reader is requested to suppose that Dante 
addresses him m the interval betv een the conclusion 
of the Divina Commedia and his death, and shoitly 
befoie the latter event, fortellmg the fortunes of 
Italy m geneial m the ensuing centuries In adopt- 
ing this plan I have had m my mind the Cassandra 
of Lycophron, and the Prophecy of ISfeieus by 
Horace, as well as the Prophecies of Holy Writ. 
The measure adopted is the terza nma of Dante, 
which I am not aware to have seen hitherto tiled m 
our language, except it may be by Mr Hayley, of 
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whose translation I never saw but one extract, quoted 
m the notes 'to Cahph Vathek, so that — if I do not 
err — this poem may be consideied as a metrical 
experiment The cantos are shoit, and about the 
same length of those of the poet, whose name I 
have boi rowed, and most probably taken m vain 

Amongst the inconveniences of authors in the 
piesent day, it is difficult foi any who have a name, 
good 01 bad, to escape tianslation I have had the 
fortune to see the fourth canto of Childe Harold 
translated into Italian versi sciolti, — that is, a poem 
wntten m the Spehserean stanza into blank teise, 
without regard to thp natuial divisions of the stanza 
or of the sense If the present poem, being on a 
national topic, should chance to undergo the same 
fate, I would request the Italian reader to remember 
that when I have failed in the imitation of his <gi eat 
“Padie Alighier,” I ha\e failed m imitating*" that 
which all study and few understand, since to this very 
day it is not yet settled what was the meaning of the 
allegoiy m the first canto of the Inferno, unless 
Count March ettfs ingenious and probable conjecture 
may be considered as having decided the question 

He may also pardon my failuie the more, as I am 
not quite sure that he would be pleased with my 
success, since the Italians, with a pardonable nation- 
ality, are particularly jealous of all that is left them 
as a nation — their literature , and m the present 
bitterness of the classic and romantic war, are but 
ill disposed to per it a foreigner even to approve or 
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imitate them, without finding some fault with his 
ultramontane presumption I can easily entei into 
all this, knowing what would be thought m England 
of an Italian imitator of Milton, or if a translation of 
Monti, or Pmdemonte, or Ariel, should be held up 
to the rising generation as a model for their future 
poetical essays But I perceive that I am deviating 
into an address to the Italian reader, when my 
business is with the English one , and be they few 
or many, I ust take my leave of both 
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CANTO THE FIRST 


Once more in man’s frail worl<y which I had left 
So long that ’twas forgotten, and I feel 
The weight of clay again, — too soon beieft 
Of the immortal vision which could heal 

earthly sorrows, and to God’s own skies 
Lift me from that deep gulf without repeal, 

(1) [Dante Alighieri was born m Florence m May, 1265, of an ancient 
and honourable family In the early part of his life he gained some credit 
in a military character, and distinguished himself by his bravery m an 
action where the Florentines obtained a signal victory over the citizens of 
Aiezzo He became still more eminent by the acquisition of court 
honours , and at the age of thirty-five he rose to be one of the chief 
magistrates of Florence, when that dignity was conferred by the suffrages 
of the people From this exaltation the poet himself dated his principal 
misfortunes Italy was at that time distracted by the contending factions of 
the Ghibehnes and Guelphs,— among the latter Dante took an actn e part 
In one of the proscriptions he was banished, his possessions confiscated, 
and he died m exile m 1321 Boccaccio thus describes his person and 
manners — “ He was of the middle stature, of a mild disposition, and, 
from the time he ai rived at manhood, grave m his manner and deport 
ment His clothes wer 5 plain, and his dress always conformable to his. 
years his face was long , his no«ie aquiline , his eyes rather large than 
otherwise His complexion was dark, melancholy, and pensive In 
his meals he was extremely moderate , m his manners most courteous 
and civil, and, both m public and private life, he was admirable 
decorous” — E]* 
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CANTO I 


Where late my ears rung with the damned cries 
Of souls fi hopeless bale , and from that place 
Of lesser torment, whence men may arise 
Pure from the fire to join the angelic race. 

Midst whom my own bright Beatrice bless , d( 1 ) 
My spirit with her light , and to the base 
Of the eternal Triad f first, last, best, 

Mysterious, three, sole, infinite, great God t 
Soul universal T led the moital guest, 

Unblasted by the glory, though he trod 

Fiom star to star to reach the almighty throne 
Oh Beatrice t whose sweet limbs the sod 
So long hath press’d, and the cold marble stone, 
"Thou sole pure aph of my earliest love, 

Love so ineffable, and so alone, 

That nought ou eaith could more my bosom move, 
And meeting thee m heaven was but to meet 
That without which my soul, like the arkless^dove, 
Had wander’d still in search of, nor her feet 
Believed her wing till found , without thy light 
My paiadise had still been incomplete ( 2 3 ) 

Since my tenth sun gave summer to my sight 
Thou weit my life, the essence of my thought, 
Loved ere I knew the name of love ( s ), and bright 

(1) The reader is requested to adopt the Italian pronunciation of Bea 
trice, sounding all the syllables 

(2) “ Che sol per le belle opre 

Che fanno m Cielo il sole e 1’ altre stelle 
Dentro di lui’ 4* crede il Paiadiw, 

Cosi se guardi fiso 

Pensar ben dfei ch’ ogni terren’ piaCere ” 

Canzone, m which Dante describes the person of Beatrice, Strophe third 

(3) [According to Boccaccio, Dante was a lover long before he was a 
soldier, and his passion for the Beatrice whom he has immortalised com 
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Still m thesfc dim old eyes, now overwrought 
With the woild's wai, and years, and^bamshment, 
And tears for thee, by other woes untaught , 

For mine is not a nature to be bent 

By tyrannous faction^»and the brawling ciowd, 
And though the long, long conflict hath been spent 
In vam, and never moie, save when the cloud 
Which overhangs the Apennme, my mind's eye 
Pierces to fancy Florence, once so proud 
Of me, can I return, though but to die, 

Unto my native soil, they have not yet 
Quench'd the old exile's spirit, stern and high. 

But the sun, though not ovei cas^t, must set, 

And the night cometh , I a old m days, 

And deeds, and contemplation, and have met 
Destruction face to face m all his ways. 

^ The woild hath left me^ what it found me, pure, 
Ai*d if I have not gathei’d yet its praise, 

I sought it not by any basei lure , 

Man wrongs, and Time avenges, and my name 
May form a monument not all obscure, 

Though such was not my ambition’s end or aim, 

To add to the vam-glorious list of those 
Who dabble m the pettiness of fame, 

And make men's fickle bieath the wind that blows 
Their sail, and deem it glory to be class’d 
With conquerors, and virtue’s other foes, 

In bloody chi omcles of ages past 

menced while he was injhis ninth year, and she m her eighth year It is 
said that their first meeting was at% banquet m the house of Folco Porti- 
naro, her father, and certain it is, that the impression then made on the 
susceptible and constant heart of Dante was not obliterated by her death, 
which happened after an interval of sixteen years — Cary 3 
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I would have had my Floienee great and fiee *( ] ) 
Oh Floienee * Floienee T unto me thou wast 
Like that Jeiusalem which the Almighty He 
Wept over, “but thou wouldst not/’ as the bird 
Gathers its young, I would have gather’d thee 
Beneath a paient pinion, hadst thou heard 
My voice , but as the adder, deaf and fierce, 
Against the breast that chensh’d thee was stirr’d 
Thy venom, and my state thou didst ameice, 

And doom this body forfeit to the fire 
Alas I how bitter is lus country’s curse 
To him who for that country would expne, 

But did not merit to expire by her, 

And loves her, loyes her even m hei ire 
The day may come when she will cease to eir, 

The day may come she would be proud to have 
The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfei ( 2 ) 
Of him, whom she demeci. a home, the grave.*-* 

But this shall not be granted , let my dust 
Lie where it falls , nor shall the soil which gave 

(1) €t L’Esilio che m’ c dato onor mi tegno 

* * * * * 

Cader tra 1 bourn S pur di lode degno ” 

Vajmct of Dank, 

m which he represents Right, Generosity, and Tempei ancc as banished 
from among men, and seeking refuge hom Love, who inhabits his bosom 

(2) “ Ut si quis prcdictorum ullo tempore m fortiam dicti communis 
pervenerit, tahs pervemens zgne comburatur , sic quod monatur ” Se- 
cond sentence of Florence against Dante, and the fourteen accused with 
him The Latin is worthy of the sentence — [On the 27th of January, 
1302, Dante was mulcted eight thousand lire, and condemned to two years 
banishment , and in case the fine was not pud, his goods were to be confis- 
cated On the eleventh of March, the same yew, he was sentenced to a 
punishment due only to the most desperate of malefacto s The decree, 
that he and his associates m exile should be burned, if they fell into the 
hands of their enemies, was first discovered, m 1772, by the Conte Ludovico 
Savioli See/Tiraboschi, where the sentence is given at length — E ] 
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Me breath, but m her sudden fuiy thrust 
Me foith to bieathe elsewheie, so ?eassume 
My indignant bones, because her angry gust 
Forsooth is ovei, and lepeal’d hei doom , 

No* — she denied me what was mine — my loof, 
And shall not have what ls^not hers— my tomb 
Too long hei armed wiath hath kept aloof 

The breast which would have bled foi her, theheai t 
That beat, the mind that was temptation proof, 
The man who fought, toil’d, tiavell’d, and each part 
Of a tiue citizen fulfill’d, and saw 
Foi his leward the Guelf’s ascendant art 
Pass his destiuction even mto*a law. 

These things are not made»foi forgetfulness, 
Florence shall be foi gotten first, too raw 
The wound, too deep the wiong, and the distiess 
Of such enduiance too prolong’d to make 
My pardon gieatei, her injustice less, 

Though late lepented , yet — yet for hei sake 
I feel some fonder yearnings, and foi thine, 

My own Beatnce, I would haidly take 
Vengeance upon the land which once was mine, 
And still is hallow’d by thy dust’s letiun, 

Which would protect the murderess like a shrine, 
And save ten thousand foes by thy sole ui n 

Though, like old Manus ( x ) fiom Mmturnse’s marsh 


(1) [Proconsul of Africa — After the expiration of his government, he 
was prosecuted hy the province for extortion and cruelty, convicted on the 
clearest evidence, fm<jd, and banibhed from Italy Yet, reserving the 
greater part of his former spoils® he lived m a wanton exile , while the 
Africans returned home with the wretched consolation of having defrayed 
their own expenses, and seen the money levied on their oppressor carried 
to the Roman treasury — E ] 

VOL. XI * T 
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And Caithage lums, my lone bi east may burn 
At times with? evil feelings hot and haish, 

And sometimes the last pangs of a vile foe 
Writhe m a dream before me, and o’eiaich 
My biow with hopes of triumph, — let them go ! 
Such aie the last infirmities of those 
Who long have suffer’d more than moital woe, 
And yet being moital still, have no lepose 
But on the pillow of Revenge — Revenge, 

Who sleeps to di earn of blood, and waking glows 
With the oft-baffled, slakeless thnst of change, ** 
When we shall mount again, and they that tiod 
Be tiampled on, while Death and Ate range 

O’ei humbledhcads andsever’d necks Gi eat God J 

Take these thoughts from me — to thy hands I yield 
My many wiongs, and thine almighty rod 
Will fall on those who smote me, — be my shield ! 
As thou hast been in peiil, and m pain, 

In tuibulent cities, and the tented field — • 

In toil, and many ti oubles boi ne m vain 

For Floience ( ! ) — I appeal fiom hei to Thee f 
Thee, whom I late saw in thy loftiest leign, 

Even in that glouous vision, which to see 
And live was nevei granted until now, 

And yet thou hast pennitted this to me 


T (1) £In one so highly endowed by nature, and so consummate by instruc- 
tion, we may well sympathise with a resentment which exile and poverty 
rendered perpetually freJi But the heart of Dante was naturally sensible , 
and even tendei his poetry is full of comparisons fi om rural life , and the 
sincerity of his early passion for Beatrice pierces through the veil of alle- 
gory that surrounds her But the memory of his injuries pursued him 
into the immensity of eternal light , and, in the company of saints and 
angels, his unforgiving spirit darkens at the name of Florence — Hallam 2 
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Alas T wifh what a weight upon my brow 

The sense of eaith and earthly things come back, 
Corrosive passions, feelings dull and low, 

The heait’s quick thiob upon the mental lack, 

Long day, and dreary night , the retiospect 
Of half a century bloody and black, 

And the frail few years I may yet expect 
Hoary and hopeless, but less hard to bear, 

Foi I have been too long and deeply wieck’d 
On^the lone^rock of desolate Despair 
To lift my eyes more to the passing sail 
Which shuns that reef so homble and bare , 

Nor raise my voice — for who* would heed my wail? 
I am not of this people, n this age, 

And yet my harpmgs will unfold a tale 
Which shall preserve these times when not a page 
Of then perturbed annals could attract 
An eye to gaze upon tnen civil rage, 

Did not my verse embalm full many an act 

Worthless as they who wrought it *tis the doom 
Of spirits of my 01 der to be rack’d 
In life, to weai their heaits out, and consume 
Their days m endless strife, and die alone , 

Then future thousands ciowd around their tomb, 
And pilgrims come fiom climes where they have 
known 

The name of him — who now is but a name, 

And wasting homage o’ei the sullen stone, 
Spread his — bjr him unlreai d, unheeded — fame. 
And mine at least hath cost me dear to die 
Is nothing , but to wither thus — to tame 

T 2 
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My mind down from its own infinity — 

To live m ifarrow ways with little men, 

A common sight to eveiy common eye, 

A wanderer, while even wolves can find a den, 
Ripp’d from all kindled, from all home, all things 
That make communion sweet, and soften pam — 
To feel me m the solitude of kings 
Without the power that makes them bear a crown — 
To envy every dove his nest and wmgs 
Which waft him where the Apennme looks down 
On Amo, till he perches, it may be, 

Within my all inexorable town, 

Wheie yet my boys are, and that fatal she, ( l ) 
Then mother, the ctld partner who hath bi ought 
Destruction for a dowiy ( 2 ) — this to see 


(1) This lady, whose name was Gemma, sprung from one of the most 
powerful Guelt families, named Donatir Corso Donati was the principal 
adversary of the Ghibellmes She is described as being “ AdmSaum 
morosa , ut de Xantippe Socratis phzlosophi conjuge scnptum esse flgt- 
mus according to Giannozzo Manetti But Lionardo Aretino is scan- 
dalised with Boccace, m his life of Dante, for saying that literary men 
should not marry “ Qui ll Boccaccio non ha paz'' enza, e dice, le mogli 
esser contraric agli studj , e non si ncorda che Socrate ll pn\ nobilc filosofo 
che m u fosse, ebbe moglie e fighuoh e uffici della Rcpubbhca nella sua 
Citt&, e Aristotele che, &. c &c ebbe due mogli in varj tempi, ed ebbe 
figliuoli, e ricchezze assai — E Marco Tullio — e Catone — e Varrone— 
e Seneca— ebbero moglie,” &c &c It is odd that honest Lionardo’s 
examples, with the exception of Seneca, and, for any thing I know, of 
Aristotle, are not the most lelicitous Tully’s Terentia, and Socrates’ 
Xantippe, by no means contributed to their hushands’ happiness, whatever 
they might do to their philosophy — Cato gave away his wife— of Varro’s 
we know nothing — and of Seneca’s, only that she was disposed to die 
with him, but recovered, and lived several years afterwards But, says 
Lionardo, “ L’uomo & animate civile , secondo piace a tutti x filosofi ” 
And thence concludes that the greatest proof of the animal's civism is 
“ la pnma congiunzione, dalla quale multmlicata nasce la CxttA ” 

(2) [The violence of Gemma’s temper proved a source of the bitterest 
suffering to Dante, and m that passage of the Inferno, where one of the 
characters says — 
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And feel, mnd know without repair, hath taught 
A bittei lesson , but it leaves me free ; 

I have not vilely found, nor basely sought, 
They made an Exile — not a slave of me 


c La fiera moglie pih oh* altrt), mi nuoce, 
s me, my wife. 

Of savage temper, more than aught beside. 

Hath to this evil brought,* 

his own conjugal unhappiness must have recurred forcibly and painfully to 
his nyncl— •C ah’i ^ 
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The Spmt of the feivent d^s of Old, 

When woids weie things that came to pass, and 
thought 

Flash’d o’er the future, bidding men behold 
Tftfen childien’s childien’s doom already bi ought 
Torth fiom the abyss of time which is to be, 

The chaos of events, wheie he half-wi ought 
Shapes that must undeigo moitahty, 

What the great Seeis of Isiael wore within, 

That spmt was on them, and is on me, 

And if, Cassandra-like, amidst the dm 

Of conflict none will hear, or heanng heed 
This voice from out the Wilderness, the sin 
Be thens, and my own feelings be my meed, 

The only gueidon I have ever known 
Hast thou not bled ? and hast thou still to bleed, 
Italia p Ah T £o me si*ch things, foreshown 
With dim sepulchral light, bid me foiget 
In thine n reparable wiongs my own , 
t 4 
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We can have but one countiy, and even yet 

Thou’rtmine — myboncs shall be within thy hi east, 
My soul within thy language, which once set 
With our old Roman sway in the wide West , 

Rut I will make another topgue arise 
As lofty and more sweet, m which express’d 
The heio’s ardom, 01 the lover’s sighs, 

Shall find alike such sounds for every theme 
That every word, as bnlliant as thy skies, 

Shall realise a poet’s pioudest dream, 

And make thee Europe’s nightingale* of song, 

So that all pi esent speech to thme shall seem 
The note of meanei birds, and every tongue 

Confess its barbansrp when compaied with thine 
This shalt thou owe to him thou didst so wiong, 
Thy Tuscan Bard, the banish’d Ghibellme 
Woe! woe T the veil of coming centuues 
Is lent, — a thousand years which yet supine 
Lie like the ocean waves eie winds arise, 

Heaving m dark and sullen undulation, 

Float fiom eternity mto these eyes, 

The storms yet sleep, the clouds still keep their 
station, 

The unborn earthquake yet is m the womb, 

The bloody chaos yet expects creation, 

But all things are disposing foi thy doom , 

The elements await but for the word, 

“ Let theiebe daikness T ” and thou grow’st a tomb * 
Yes 1 thou, so beautiful, shalt feel the sword, 

Thou, Italy T so fair that Paradise," 

Revived m thee, blooms foith to man restored 
Ah T must the sons of Adam lose it twice ? 
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Thou, f&ily T wlyise ever golden fields, 

Plough’d by the sunbeams solely, would suffice 
For the world’s granaiy , thou, whose sky heaven gilds 
With brightei stars, and robes with deeper blue , 
Thou, m whose pleasant places Summei builds 
Hei palace, m whose cradle Empire grew, 

And foim’d the Eternal City’s ornaments 
From spoils of kings whom freemen ovei threw, 
Bn thplace of heroes, sanctuary of saints, 

Whei e earthly first, then heavenly glory made 
lier home' thou, all which fondest fancy paints, 
And finds her pnoi vision but portray’d 

In feeble colours, when the* eye — from the Alp 
Of honid snow, and rock, $nd shaggy shade 
Of desert-loving pine, whose emerald scalp 

Nods to the storm — dilates andftotes o’er thee, 
And wistfully implores, as ’tweie, for help 
T e thy sunny fields, m y Italy, 

Neai ei and neai er yet, <tnd dearer still 
The more appi oach’d, and dearest were theyfiee, 
Thou — Thou nTust wither to each tyrant’s will 
The Goth hath been, — the German, Frank, and Hun 
Are yet to come, — and on the imperial hill 
Ruin, alieady proud of the deeds done 

By the old batbarians, theie awaits the new, 
Tlnoned on the Palatine, while lost and won 
Rome at her feet lies bleeding , and the hue 
Of human sacrifice and Roman slaughtei 
Troubles the clotted an, of late so blue, 

And deepens into red the saffion water 

Of Tibei , thick with dead , the helpless priest, 
And still more helpless nor less holy daughter, 
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Vow’d to their God, have shrieking fled, and ceased 
Then ministry the nations take then piey, 
Ibenan, Almain, Lombard, and the beast 
And bud, wolf, vulture, moie humane than they 
Aie , these but goige the flesh and lap the goie 
Of the departed, and then go then way , 

But those, the human savages, exploie 
All paths of tortuie, and insatiate yet, 

With Ugolmo hungei pi owl for moie 
Nine moons shall use o’er scenes like this and set,( ! ) 
The chiefless aimy of the dead, which late 
Beneath the tiaitor Prince’s banner met, 

Hath left its leader ’s 'ashes at the gate , 
rfad but the loyal Rebel lived, pei chance 
Thou hadst been spaied, but his involved thy fate. 
Oh T Rome, the'spoilei oi the spoil of Fiance, 
From Biennus to the Bouibon, nevei, nevei 
Shall foreign standaid to thy walls advance 
But Tiber shall become a mournful nvei 

Olid when the strangeis pass the Alps and Po, 
Ciush them, ye locks* floods whelm them, and 
foi evei * 

Why sleep the idle avalanches so, 

To topple on the lonely pilgrim’s head? 

Vdiy doth Endanus but oveiflow 
The peasant’s harvest fiom his tuibid bed? 


(1) See tc Sacco ch Roma,” generally attributed to Guicci udim There is 
another written by a Jacopo Buonapaih — [ The cuguial MS of the latter 
•work is preserved m the Royal Library at Pans Itri 1 ' entitled, a Raggua- 
glio Stonco di tutto l’occorso, giorno prr giorno, nel Sacco di Roma dell 
anno MDXXVII sentto da Jacopo Buonaparte, gentiluomo Snimnimatese, 
c le vi si trovb presente ” An edit on of it was printed at Cologne in 
1756, to which is prefixed a genealogy of the Buonaparte family } 
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Weie noii! each b.^xbarous hoide a noblei piey? 
Over Cambyses’ host the desert spx oad 
Her sandy ocean, and the sea waves’ sway 

Roll’d ovei Phaiaoh and his thousands, — why* 
Mountains and waters, do ye not as they? 

And you, ye men * Romans, who daie not die, 

Sons of the conqueiors who overthrew 
Those who ovei threw proud Xeixes, where yet he 
The dead whose tomb Oblivion nevei knew, 

Are the Alps weaker than Thermopylae? 

Then passes more alluring to the view 
Of an mvadei ? is it they, 01 ye, 

That to each host the mountain-gate unbai, 

And leave the march in peace, the passage free ? 
Why, Natuie’s self detains the victoi’s car, 

And makes youi land lmpregnabfe, if earth 
% Could be so , but alone she will not war, 

YeWtids the wamoi wortliy of his bnth 
In a soil wheie the motlieis bung foith men 
Not so with those whose souls aie little woith, 
For them no foi tress can avail, — the den 
Of the pool 1 eptile which preserves its sting 
Is moie secure than walls of adamant, when 
The heaits of those within are quivenng 

Aie ye not biave? Yes, yet the Ausoman soil 
Hath heaits, and hands, and aims, and hosts to 
bi mg 

Against Oppiession, but how a am the toil, 

While still Division sows the seeds of woe 
And weakness, till the stiangei reaps the spoil. 
Oh ! my own beauteous land ? so long laid low, 
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So long the giave of thy ownp children’s hopes, 
When there is but requned a single blow 
To bieak the chain, yet — yet the Avenger stops, 
AndDoubt andDiscord step ’twixt thine and thee, 
And join their stiength to that which with thee 
copes , 

What is there wanting then to set thee free, 

And show thy beauty m its fullest light p 
To make the Alps impassable , and we, 

Her sons, may do this with o?ip deed ^ Unite 
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From out the mass of never-dying ill, [Sword, 
The Plague, the Prince, the Stranger, and the 
Vials of wiath but emptied to lefill 
An4^ow again, I cannot Sill recoi d 

That ciowds on my piophetic eye the earth 
And ocean wntten o’er would not afford 
Space foi the antfal, yet it shall go forth , 

Yes, all, though not by human pen, is graven, 
Theie where the farthest suns and stars have birth, 
Spread like a banner at the gate of heaven, 

The bloody scroll of our millennial wrongs 
Waves, and the echo of our groans is driven 
Athwart the sound of archangehc songs, 

And Italy, the mai tyr’d nation’s goie, 

Will not m vam ause to where belongs 
Omnipotence and mercy; evermore 

Like to a harpstnng stucken by the wind, 

The sound of l;er lament shall, rising o’er 
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The seiaph voices, touch the Almighty Mind. 
Meantime J, humblest of thy' sons, and of 
Eai th’s dust by immoitality lefined 
To sense and suffering, though the vam may scoff, 
And tyiants thieat, and n^eekei victims bow 
Before the stoim because its bieath is rough, 

To thee, my country T whom before, as now, 

I loved and love, devote the mournful lyie 
And melancholy gift high powei s allow 
To lead the futuie , and if now my file 
Is not as once it shone o’ei r thee, forgive r 
I but foretell thy foi tunes — then expnc, 

Think not that I wofrld look on them and live, 

A spmt forces me^to see and speak, 

And foi my guerdon grants not to survive ; 

My heart shall he poufd ovei thee and bieak 
Yet foi a moment, eie I must resume 
Thy sable web of son oft, let me take 
Ovei the gleams that flash athwart thy gloom 
A softei glimpse , some stars shine through thy 
night, 

And many meteois, and above thy tomb 
Leans sculptured Beauty, which Death cannot blight, 
And fiom thine ashes boundless spirits nse 
To give thee honour, and the earth delight, 

Thy soil shall still be piegnant with the vise, 

The gay, the learn’d, the generous, and the brave, 
Native to thee as summer to thy skies, 
Conquerois on foieign shoies, and the fai wave, ( ! ) 


^ (1) Alexander of Parma, SmnoH, Pescara, Eugene of Savoy, Mon- 
tecucco 
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Discovers s of new woi Ids, which take their name , ( l ) 
poi thee alone they have no arm to *ave, 

And all thy recompense is m their fame, 

A noble one to them, but not to thee — 

Shall they be glorious, and thou still the same? 
Oh T moi e than these illustrious far shall be 
The being — and even yet he may be born — 

The moital saviour who shall set thee free, 

And see thy diadem so changed and worn 

fiesh baibarans, on thy blow replaced; 

And the sweet sun replenishing thy mom, 

Thy moial morn, too long with clouds defaced 
And noxious vapouis fiom Avemus risen, # 
Such as all they must bieathe who are debased 
By seivitude, and have the mind m piison 
Yet thiough this centuned eclipse of woe 
Some voices shall be heaid,and earth shall listen, 
Po shall follow m the path I show, 

And make it broader, the same bnlliant sky 
Which cheei s the bn ds to song shall bid them glow, 
And laise then notes as natuial and high, 

Tuneful shall be their numbers , they shall sing 
Many of love, and some of liberty, 

But few-shall soar upon that eagle’s wing, 

And look m the sun’s face with eagle’s gaze, 

All fiee and fearless as the feather’d king, 

But fly moie near the eaith, how many a phiase 
Sublime shall lavish’d be on some small prince 
In all the prodigality of praise I 
And language, eloquently false, evince 


(1) Columbus, Araencus Vesp'isius, Sebastian Cabot* 
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The hailotry of genius, which^hke beauty, 

Too oft forgets its own self-reveience, 

And looks on prostitution as a duty 

He who once enters m a tyi ant’s hall (i) 

As guest is slave, his thoughts become a booty, 
And the hist day which sees the chain cnthial 
A captive, sees his half of manhood gone — (-) 
The soul’s emasculation saddens all 
His spmt, thus the Baul too neai the thione 
Quails fiom his inspiiation, bound to please , — 
How seivile is the task to please alone r 
To smooth the verse to suit his soveieign’s ease 
And loyal leisuie, hor too much piolong 
Aught save his eulogy, and find, and sewe, 

Oi force, or foige fit argument of song f [tiebles, 
Thus tiammelfd, thus condemn’d to Flatteiy’s 
He toils through all, still ti enabling to be wrong 
Tor fear some noble thoughts, like heavenly lel^s, 
Should rise up in high treason to his biam, 

He smgs, as the Athenian spoke, with pebbles 
In’s mouth, lest truth should stammer tlnough his 
stiam 

But out of the long file of sonneteer s 
Thei e shall be some who will not smg m warn, 
And he, their prince, shall rank among my peers, ( 1 * 3 ) 
And love shall be his toiment, but his gnef 
Shall make an immortality of tears, 

And Italy shall hail him as the Chief 


(1) A. vers© from the Greek tragedian^, with which Pompey took leave 
of Cornelia on entering the boat in which he was slam 

^2) The verse and sentiment are taken from Homer 

(3) Petrarch 
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Of Poet-lovei&^and his higher song 
Of Fieedom wieathe him with as green a leaf 
But in a farthei age shall rise along 

The banks of Po two greatei still than he , 

The woildwhich s led on him shall do themwrong 
Till they are ashes, and repose with me. 

The hist will make an epoch with his lyre, 

And fill the earth with feats of chivalry 
His fancy like a rainbow, and his h re, 

Like that^of Heaven, immortal, and his thought 
Borne onwaid with a wing that cannot tire 
Pleasure shall, like a butterfly new caught, 

Flutter her lovely pinions o’ei his theme, 

And Art itself seem into N ure wrought 
By the transparency of his bright dream — 

The second, of a tenderer, sadder mood, 

Shall pour his soul out o’er Jeiusalem, 

He",* *oo, shall sing of arras, and Chu&tian blood 
Jbhed where Christ bled for man , and his high harp 
Shall, by the # willow over Jordans flood, 

Revive a song of Sion, and the shaip 
Conflict, and final triumph of the brave 
And pious, and the strife of hell to warp 
Their hearts from their great purpose, until wave 
The red-cross banners where the first red Cross 
Was crimson’d from his veins who died to save, 
Shall be his sacred argument , the loss 

Of years, of favour, freedom, even of fame 
Contested for a time, while the smooth gloss 
Of courts would slide Ver his foi gotten name. 

And call captivity a kindness, meant 
To shield hin7 flom insanity or sham% 

VOL. xi. u 
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Such shall be his meet guct don J >vho was sent 
To be Chnst’s Lam cate — the}' lew lid him well 1 
Florence dooms me but death oi banishment, 
Fenaia him a pittance and a cell, 

Flardei to beat and less derived, fot I 
Had stung the factions which I stiove to quell. 
But this meek man, who with a lo\ei’s eye 

Will look on eat th and hea\en, and who will -deign 
To embalm with his celestial flatteiy 
As pool a thing as e’ei was spawn’d to teign, 

What will he do to mu it such a doom ^ 

Pei haps he’ll love, — and is not love m vam 
Torture enough without a living tomb? 

Yet it will be so — It* and his compeei, 

The Baicl of Clmahy, will both consume 
In penuiy and pam too many a yeat, 

And, d}ing m despondency, bequeath 
To the kind woild, which scaice will yield a *95Li 
A hentage ent idling all who breathe 

With the wealth of a genuine poet’s soul, 

And to then countiy a tedoubled wteath 
Unmatclfcl by time, not Hellas can unroll 

Thtoughhei olympiads two such names, thoughone 
Of heis be mighty, — and is this the whole 
Of such men’s destiny beneath the sun? Q) 


(1) £** W hy is it net essary to ulopt the invidious and too common prac- 
tice of weighing the transcc ndc nt talents ot Vnosto and f isso m opposite, 
and as it were contending, stales J Reader ’ if you have tlready had the 
delight of perusing the last production o t Lord Ba ron’s mune, how must you 
have admired those exquisitely Ik tutiful md afUctmg portraitures of the 
two matchless poets which conclude the third canto of the ‘ Prophecy 
of Dante T ’ We there see theni contrtstcd without sudi invidious com- 
panion, or depreciation ot the one to exalt the other , irnl chai tcterisecl 
m numbers, sf^lc, and sentiment, so wonderfully Dantaquc, that—* 
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Must all the finter thoughts, the thrilling sense, 
The electric blood with which the# artenes run, 
Their body’s self turn’d soul with the intense 
Peeling of that which is, and fancy of 
That which should«be, to such a recompense 
Conduct ? shall their bught plumage on the rough 
Stoim be still scatter’d? Yes, and it must be, 

For, foim’d of fai too penetiable stuff, 

These birds of Paiadise but long to flee 

Back to then native mansion, soon they find 
Eaith’s mist with their puie pinions not agiee, 
And die 01 are degiaded, foi the mind 
Succumbs to long mfect’on, and despair, 

And vultuie passions dying close behind, 

Await the moment to assail and teat , 

And when at length the winged wanderers stoop, 

% Then is the prey -buds’ tnumph, then they share 
TiT^spoil, o’ei power’d at length by one fell swoop 
ITet some have been untouch’d who leam’d to bear, 
Some whom no powei could ever force to droop, 
Who could lesi&t themselves even, haidest care T 
And task most hopeless , but some such have been, 
And if my name amongst the number were, 

That destiny austere, and yet seiene, 

Were pioudei than more dazzling fame unbless’d , 
The Alp’s snow summit nearer heaven is seen 
Than the volcano’s fierce eiuptive crest, 

Whose splendoui fiom the black abyss is dung, 


mastering our uncongenial language, ar^i habitual modes of thought as 
well as expression — thej seem to have been implied by the very gent us 
•of the marzivahilc Danfe himself’ — GLENBLitvir, Ricciqp detto, p 106 3 
U 2 
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While the scoich’d mountain, f^om wlidSe burning 
breast * 

A temporary torturing flame is wrung, 

Shines for a night of terror, then i epels 
Its fire back to the hell fio whence it sprung, 
The hell which m its jpntiails ever dwells. 
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Many are poets who have never penn’d 
Then mspnation, and pei chance the best 
They felt, and loved, and died, but would not lend 
Tiheir thoughts to meaner beings , the}*- compiess’d 
TThe god within them, and i ejom’d the stais 
Unlaiueird upon eaith, but fai moie bless’d 
Than those who aie degiaded by the jais 
Of passion, and then fiailties link’d to fame, 
Conquerois of high icnown, but full of scars 
Many. axe poets but without the name, 

Fox what i& poesy but to create 
From ovei feeling good ox ill , and aim 
At an external life beyond our fate, 

And be the new Pi ometheus of new men, 
Bestowing fire from heaven, and then, too late, 
Finding the pleasure^given repaid with pam, 

And vultures to the heajt of the bestower, 

Who, having lavish’d his high gift m vain, 
u 3 
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Lies chain’d to Ins lone lock by tike sea-shoie? 

So be it wq can bear — But tius all they 
Whose intellect is an o’eimasteimg power 
Which still recoils from its encumbenng clay 
Or lightens it to spa it, what^oe’ei 
The form which their creations may essay, 

Aie bards , the kindled maible’s bust may wear 
Moie poesy upon its speaking blow 
Than aught less than the Ilomei ic page may bear , 
One noble stioke with a whole life may glow, 

Oi deify the canvass till it shme 
With beauty so sui passing all below, 

That they who kneel t C idols so divine 

Bieak no commandment, foi high heaven is there 
Transfused, transhgui ated and the lme 
Of poesy, which peoples but the an 

With thought and beings of oui thought 1 effected, 
Can do no moie then let*the aitist share 
The palm, he shaies the peul, and dejected 
Faints o’ei the laboui unappioved — Alas T 
Despau and Genius aie too oft connected 
Within the ages which befoie me pass 
Ait shall lesume and equal even the sway 
Which with Apelles and old Pludias 
She held m Hellas’ unfoi gotten day 
Ye shall be taught by Rum to i evive 
The Giecian foims at least fiom their decay, 
And Roman souls at last again shall live 
In Roman woiks wi ought by Italian hands, 

And temples, loftiei than thp old tcfnples, give 
New wondeis to the woijd , and while still stands 
"Ihe austeie Pantheon, into heave© shall soar 
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A dom<*( ] ), its miage, while the base expands 
Into a fane surpas Jmg all befoi e, , 

Such as all flesh shall flock to kneel in ne’er 
Such sight hath been unfolded by a dooi 
As this, to which all nations shall lepan, 

And lay their sms at this huge gate of heaven 
And the bold Architect unto whose caie 
The danng chaige to raise it shall be given, 

Whom all ai ts shall acknowledge as their lord, ( 2 ) 
Whether into the maible chaos duven 
His chisel bid the Hebrew (*), at whose woid 


(1) The cupola of St Peter’s 

(2) [“ If,” sajs Sir Josliua Reynolds, “*the high admnation and esteem 
m which Mich tel Angelo has been held by til nations, and in all ages, 
should be put to the tccount ot prejudice, it mtst still bo granted that 
those prejudices could not have been entertained without a cause the 
ground ot our prejudice then becomes the souuc of our admiration But 
lro*£H| Iiatev er it proceeds, or wh «tci ei it is called, it will not, I hope, be 
thoimfit pic&umptuous m me to appear m the tram, I cannot say of his 
imitators, but of hi» admirers I hive taken another course, one more 
suited to my abilities, and to the tislc of the times m which I live Yet, 
however unequal I fc^l myself to that attempt, weie I now to begin the 
world tgani 1 would tread m the steps of that great master To kiss the 
hem of Jus garment, to catch the slightest of his perfections, would be 
glory and distinction enough for an ambitious man” — Sm Joshua. Rev- 
nolds’ JDistannes, vol n p 216] 

(3) Ihe statue of Mot.es on the monument of Julius II 

SONEPTO 

JDi Giovanni Battista Zappi 

Chi t; costui, che m dura pietra seolto, 

Siede gigante , e le pifc. lllustre, e conte 
Oprc dell arte avvan/a, e ha wve, c pronte 
Le labbia si, che le parole iscolto •» 

Quest h Mosfe , be^ me ’1 dicev t il folto 
Onor del rnento, e ’1 doppio raggio m fronte, 

Quest h Most, qu mdo scAidea del monte, 

E gran p^rte del Name uvea nel volto 

u 4 
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Isiael left Egypt, stop the wavos m &t<me, 

Oi hues of l^ell be by Ins pencil pom ’d 
Ovei the damn’d before the Judgment throne, (*) 
Such as I saw them, such as all shall see, 

Or fanes be built of giandeuj yet unknown, 


Tal era allor, che le sonnnti, e vaste 
Vcqut ei sospesc i sc d mtorno, c t tie 
Qu irulo il unr c hiuse, e nc ffe tombi iltrui 
L voi siu tuibi unnoutcllo iRistc ■> 

Vl/iti uestc uut^o i quest i tgu tie T 
C h’ cr t rm a t illo l’ ulor ir e ostfi 

“ And who is he th it, sh iptd in seulptined stone, 

Sits },i mt like J stern monument ot ut 
Unp a ilk I’d, while 1 m u igi si cm to st irt 
From his pi ompt lips, ind we hispu ept own i 
— I is Moses , bj hi blf* ml s thuk honours known, 

And the twin be uns th it horn his temples el irt , 

’lis Moses, # ited on the mount iput, 

\\ hilst ut the Godlie id o’t r his te iture s shone 
Such onie he look d, when oi i m s sounding w ive 
Su nended hung, uiel suih irndst the storm. 

When o tr las lot s the rt Hue nt w iters ro ir’d 
An idol e lit his folio a i is eliel tn„i iu , 

Lut hid tlu\ rased tins iwe comm ndmg loan, 

lhui h id they with le s {uilt their wm Isidore d ’ — Rot * Us 

(1) The Lis* Judgment, in the Sistnu ( h ipcl — [* e It is obvious, 
throughout Mitlrul Vnmlo’s woil s, th it the poetic il imnd of I > uite 
influenced his feeling* Jiie demons m the f if fud, nunt, with ill 
then mixed mil \ uious pissious, im\ fmd i piototvpi in * I i Duma. 
Commedui’ i ht k Rums usin< fiom the gi nt nuik Ins stud} vt * 1, In- 
ferno e il I’urg itoi to , uul the subjut of tin Lri/tu Seipint, in the 
Sistme Chapel, must icmmel cverv n ulci of c into \\\ di 11 Inftiao, 
where the fljmg serpents, the writhings itul conteirtious at the humm 
body from envenomed wounds, ut desenbtd with pithos mil h enrol , 
and the execution of Hainan, m the opposite angle of the *unc ceiling, 
is doubtless designed fiom these lines, — 

e Poi piovie dentro ill ilti fmtisi i 
Un eroahbso dispettoso e hero 
Nella sua vista, 1 1 otal si mo** i 
Intorno ed esso a 1 1 grintlc Asstieio 
Ester sua sposi, e ’1 giusto Mirdoeheo, 

Che f u ai dire ed al far cost ’ntero * ’v*. Duppa 3 
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The stiea^ of his* gi eat thoughts shall spimg fiom 

me, 0 4 

The Ghibellme, who traversed the three lealms 
Which form the empire of eternity 
Amidst the clash of s^voi ds, and clang of helms, 

The age which I anticipate, ijo less 
Shall be the Age of Beauty, and while whel s 
Calamity the nations with distress, 

The genius of my countiy shall arise, 

A Cedar towering o’ei the Wilderness, 

Lovely m all its blanches to all eyes, 

Flagrant as fair, and lecogmsed afai, 

Wafting its native incense 'tin ough the skies 
Soveieigns shall pause amidst their spoit of wai, 
Wean'd for an hom fiom blood, to turn and gaze 
On canvass oi on stone , and tlfey who max 
All beauty upon eaith, compell’d to piaise, 

Shall feel the power bf that which they destioy , 
iind Ait’s mistaken giatitude shall laise 
To tyiants who blit take hei foi a toy 
Emblems ancl monuments, and piostitute 


(1) I have read somewhere (it I do not err, for I cannot recollect where,) 
that D nrfc w is so great a l ivouute of Mu had Angelo s, that he hicl 
designed the whole oi the Divina Commcdia, butthit the volume con 
taming these studies vvis lost by sea — £“ Mich tel Angelos copy ot 
Dante,” sa>s Duppa, “was a large folio, with Landmo’s commentary, 
and upon the broad margin ol the leaves he designed, with a pen and 
ink, til the interesting subjects I his book was possessed bjf Antonio 
Montauti, a sculptor tnd architect of llorence, who, bang appointed 
architect to St Peter’s, removed to Rome, and shipped his effects at 
Ltghorjn for Civit t Vecchn, among winch was this edition of Dante m 
the v o\ age the vessel foundci^d at -.c’a, and it was unfortunately lost m 
the wreck 
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Her chaims to pontiffs pioud,(l) who bat employ 
The man of ggnus as the meanest brute 
To beai a bmthen, and to serve a need. 

To sell his labours, and Ins soul to boot 
Who toils foi nations may be poor indeed, 

But free, who sweats foi monaichs is no more 
Than the gilt chambeilam, who, clothed and feed. 
Stands sleek and sla\ ish, bowing at his door 
Oh, Power that uilest and mspirest T how 
f Is it that they on eaith, whose eaithly powei 
Is likest tlune in hea\en m outwaid show, 


(1) ^otliotieitment of Michael 'Uigdobv TuliusTT, anil his neglect by 
I eo \ — [Julius II w is no sooncy sc ited on the p ipil throne than fu was 
surrounded by men of genius, met Mich ul \ngelow is imongthc first m 
vitedtohiseou.it Ihcpopehtd ipcisonil itt ic h me nt to him, and conversed 
with him upon every subject, is w c 11 as sc tdpturc,w ith f muharity md fnend 
ship, and, tint he might v isit him li cqueiit l\, md u ith pc rfec t coin emetic c , 
caused a covered bridge to be midt ftom the V ituan palace to his study,* 
to enable him to p iss at ill tunes without bun" obscivid Onpiyi his 
visit one morning, Michael Vngelo w is rudely interrupted by the p on 
m waiting, who s ud, ‘ I hive m oidci not to kt vou enter ” Miduel 
felt with i chgnation this unmerited chsgrice, md, in tlu w ninth of resent- 
ment, desired him to tell the Pope, “hum th it time k*u ird,it Ins Holiness 
should want him, he should have to seek him in another pi ice ’ On his 
return home, he ordered his suv nits to sell the furmtmc m his house to 
the Tews, md to follow him to I lore nee Hm self, the sunt e veiling, took 
post, and u rived it Poggibon/i c istk, m f { use my, before Ik rested I he 
Pope desp itched five couriers with orders to conduct him b u V hut he 
was not overtaken until he w is in i foreign st ite A ueohe ill ition w is, 
however, a few months dter, diet ted at Bologna, through the mediation 
of the gonfalornere \s Michael \ngiIo enteied the presence dumber, 
the Pope gave him in tskmcc look of elisple nure, and if ter i short 
pause saluted him, “ In the stc id of vom coming to us, vou seem to 
have expected that we should wait upon you” Mich id Angelo re- 
plied, with submission, th it his error irosc from too hast ly feeling a 
disgrace that he was unconscious of mentmg, and hoped his Holiness 
would pardon what was past The Pope thereupon give him his bene- 
diction, and restored him to his friendship "l he whole reign of Leo X was 
ajdank m the life of Michael Angelo — Duppa 3 
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Least like to thee m attributes divine, 

Tiead on the un)veisal necks that fyow, 

And then assure us that their 1 lgtits ai e thine ? 

And how is it that they, the sons of fame, 

Whose mspnation ^eems to them to shine 
Fiom high, they whom the nations oftest name, 
Must pass their days m penuiy 01 pam, 

Or step to grandeur through the paths of shame, 
And wear a deeper brand and gaudier chain ? 

Oi if then destiny be bom aloof 

Fiom lowliness, 01 tempted thence m vam, 

In their own souls sustain a hai del proof, 

Th^lnnei wai of passions deep and fierce ? 
Floience ! when thy hai sh sentence lazed my roof, 
I loved thee , but the vengeance of my veise, 

The hate of injuiies which eveij? yeai 
Makes gi eater, and accumulates my curse, 

ShaU live, outliving all tfiou boldest deai, 

Tliy pude, thy wealth, thy fieedom, and even that , 
The most infernal of all evils here, 

The sway of pelty tyrants m a state , 

Foi such sway is not limited to kings, 

And demagogues yield to them but m date 
A v swept off soonei , m all deadly things 

Which make men hate themselves, and one anotliei, 
In discoid, cowaidice, ciuelty, all that springs 
Fiom Death the Sm-born’s incest with his mother, 
In lank oppiession in its rudest shape, 

The faction Chief is but the Sultan's biotliei, 
And the woist despot's fai less human ape 

Florence 1 when this lone»spmt, which so long^ 
Yearn’d, as the captive toiling at escape, 
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To fly back to tliee in despite of wrong, 

An exile, saddest of all prisoners, ( ! ) 

Who has the whole w oil cl foi a dungeon stiong, 
Seas, mountains, and the hoiizon’s veige foi bais, 
Which shut him fiom the sple small spot of eaith 
Whoie — whatsoc^ci his fate — he still weieheis, 
His countiy’s, and might die wheie he had bnth- 
Floience * when thib lone spmt shall letum 
To kmdicd spmts, thou wilt feel my woith, 

And seek to honoui with an empty uin 

The ashes thou shalt nc’ei obtain (-} — Alas* 


(1) [In his “ ( om itn,” Dantt*spc il s of his I> un him nt, mil t®* poverty 
and distress which ittenckd it, m v erv ifliitm a turns “Alls'* said he, 
“hid it p!< iscd the Dispense! tin l inverse th it the oitisumof this 
excuse h ul nev a c visted , tint nut ha otli ish id euiainittal wren* igunst 
me, nor I sullen d unjustlj , suficicd, I ta^thc pumshmait ot exile mcl 
of povutj , since it u is fiic pie ismc ot tin < tti/c ns ot that t uust uid most 
Unowned daughtu ot koine, I lou me, to c tst m< foith o it ot lui s\ cct 
bosom, in which I hid m\ bath uid nouiishmcnt, c v< n to the ripcmssqf 
iny age , uid m winch, with her good Tali, l desire, with til niv h it, to 
rest f his we nice! spmt of mine, uul to tannn itc tin turn iliotti difcn me 
on enth \\ mdamg o\a ilmost t\a> pirt, to which thisoui lntj-iugc 
extent's-* 11 h i\e gone ilmut hi e i nit ndit mt, siiov in* v mist m\ will tiie 
wound with winch fmtum las smitten me, mdwli#h is often imputed to 
his ill deserving on whom it is mtluted I line, indeed, bun i vissc 

\ itiiout s ul and without dttrup,< mud lhout to diva s ports, uidioul , 
and shoits, by the thj wind th it pnn s out ( t ul pot utv, iml hue tp. 
peircdlKlort the t jes of m mv v ho \ ah ips from some npmt Until id 
re idled them, ii ul imif.ined me ot iddlaent tonn, m whose si rt ht not 
onlj mj person w is dispu i„cd, lint even utum ol imiu ba one of le si* 
value, as well alrttdj pertoxmed, is t Host winch \ 1 1 run mud lor*lnc to 
ittempt ”3 

(2) [About the ye ir 146, the fnonds of Dinte uceeedcd in obtaining 
his restoration to his country and his possessions, on condition tint he 
should pay a certain sum ot money, md, entumg i church, thuc it w 
himself guilt j, and ash pardon of the lepubhc Ihc follow mg w is his 
answer, on this occasion, to one of his kinsmen — “ I lorn jour letter, 
which I received with due respect md diction, I observe how much jou 
have at heart my restoration to my country I am bound to \ou the 
mqre gratefully, that an exile fircly find** i friend But, liter nature 
consideration, I must, by my answer, disippoint t^e* wishes of some little® 
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“ What*have I done to thee, my people ( ] ) Stem 

Aie all thy dealings, but m this they-, pass 
The limits of man’s common malice, for 
All that a citizen could be I was , 


blinds , and I confide in the judgment to which your impaitiality and 
prudence will lead you Your nephew and mine has written to me, 
what indeed had been mentioned by many other friends, that, by a 
decree concerning the exiles, I am allowed to return to Florence, pro- 
vided I pay a certain sum of money, and submit to the humiliation oT 
ashing and receiving absolution wherein, my Father, I see two propo- 
sitions that are ridiculous and impertinent X speak of the lmpeitmence 
of those who mention such conditions to me for m youi letter, dic- 
tated h$s*]udginent and discretion, therg is no such thing Is such an 
invitation to return to his country glorious for Dante, after suffering in 
exile almost fifteen years > Is it thus^then, they would recompense in- 
nocence which all the world knows, and the labour and fatigue of unre- 
mitting study 1 * 3 * Far from the man who is familiar with philosophy, he 
the senseless baseness of a heart ol earth, that could do like a little 
sciolist* and unit ite the infamy of some others, by offering himself up as 
«*it were in chains Tir from, the man who cries aloud for justice, this 
com^omise, by his money, with Ins persecutors T No, my Father, this 
is r»t the v. ay that shall lead me back to my country But I shall re- 
turn with hasty steps, if you or any other can open to me a way that 
shall not derogate from the lame and honour of Dante , but if by no 
such way Florence^an be entered, then Florence I shall never enter 
What I shall I not every where enjoy the sight of the sun and stars ? 
and may I not seek and contemplate, in every corner of the earth under 
the canopy of heaven, consoling and delightful truth, without first 
rendering myself inglorious, nay infamous, to the people and republic 
of I lorence 3 Bread, I hope, will not fail me ” Yet he continued to 
experience 

* ** How salt the savour is of others’ bread. 

Flow hard the passage to descend and climb 
By others’ stairs T ’ 

His countrymen persecuted even his memory he was exconftnumcated 
“lifter death by the Pope — E ] 

(1) <c F scrisse pih volte non solamonte a particolan cittadim del reggi- 

mento, ma ancora al popolo, e mtra 1* altre una Epistola assai lunga che 

commcia — ( Popult. mi) qufdfcci iibi ° 5 ” 

Vita di JBanti. scritta da Lxonat do Aretino 
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Raised by thy will, all thine m peace 01 v ai, 

And fox this f thou hast wan’d wijth me — .’Tis done 
I may not overleap the eternal bai 
Built up between us, and will die alone, 

Beholding with the daik ejp of a seei 
The evil days to gifted souls foieshown, 
Foretelling them to those who will not heai 
As m the old time, till the houi be come 
When Ttuth shall stuke then eyes tin ough many 
a teai, 

And make them own the Piophet in his tomb ( ! ) 


(1) [Dante died it Ravcm i m r l 21, m the pilicc of hispitxon, Guido 
NoicllfldiPolent i, mho testified his soticnv md i< spcit bv tlu sumptuous, 
ness ot lus obsequies, inti by givn^ oukrs to ciect a monunn nt, w hich he 
did not live to complete Ills eountivmcn showed, too lute, tint they 
knew the value of white they h ul lo t At the beguiling ol the next 
century, they entie ited th it tl c moit il rnn mis ot then illustrious ufi/cn 
might be restored to thun, md deposited tmong the tombs of then f ithers 
But the people ot K ivenm wcic um^illmg to p irt with the sid md # 
honouiablc memoual of the tr cm u hospit ilitv No be tter success ittegdcd 
the subsequent negotiations ot the Ilorcntincs foi the sane pm pose, 
though renewed under the luspucs of T eo \ , uul conducted through the 
powerful medi xtion of \Iu h tc 1 A.n^e lo 
Never did any poem rise so suddenly into notice, if tc i the (kith 
of its luthor, is the Divim C o mntdn Ibout tile ecu 1 , >(l, Gio\ inm 
Visconti, Archbishop of Mil in, selected six ot the most le mud men m 
Italy, — two divines, two plulosophc rs, mel two I loreutmes, — uid g u e them 
in chut go to contribute the ir joint emit ivours tow nds the compil ition of 
an ample comment, a copy of wine h is prese rvtd m tlu I mruiti iti hbr iry 
At I lore nee, i public lecture w is founded for the purpose of cxpltynng 
a poem, which was at the s tint time the hoist md the dispi uc ot the city 
The decree for this institution wis ptssed m md in that year 

Boccaccio was appointed, with a sal iry of i hundred florins, to deliver 
lectures one of the churches on the first of their poets I he example 
of Florence was speedily followed by Bologna, Pisa, Piacenza, md Venice'"'* 
It is only within a few years, that the merits of this grcit md ori- 
ginal poet were attended to, and made known in this country And 
this seems to be owing to a translation qf the very pathetic story of 
Count Ugolmo, to the judicious ind spirited summery given of this 
poetry m the 31st section of the ifistory of English Poetry, and to Mr 
r^Hayley’s translations ot the three cantos of the Ijiferno “ Dinte be 
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lieved,” says 5Jgo Foscolo, “ that, by his sufferings on eaith, he atoned 
for the errors of humanity— 

c Ma la Lolita divma ha si gran braccil, 

Che prende cio che si nvolge a lei ’ 

* So wide arms 

Hath goodness infinite, that it recen es 
All who tura to it — 

And he seems to address Heaven m the at^tude of a worshippei, rather 
than a suppliant Being convinced * that^IVIan is then truly happy when 
■%e freely exercises all lus energies,’ he walked though the world with an 
assured 1 step, e keeping his vigils ’ — 

* So that, nor night nor slumber with close stealth 
Convey d from him a single step in all 
v 1 he goings on o^ time ’ 

He collected the opinions, the follies, the vicissitudes, the miseries, and 
the passions that agitate mankind , and left behind him a monument, 
whic v ***ii*d ( - it humbles us by the representation of our own wretchedness, 
should make us gloiy that we paitake of the same nature with |uch a 
man, and encourage us to mal e the b^t use of our fleeting existence ” 
-E] 
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VERSICLES (i) 

I bead the “ Chustabel 
Very well 

I read the “ Missio aiy 
Pietty — very 
■J tried at “ Ilderim 
Ahem * 

I read a sheet of “ Marg’ret of Anjou , 99 ( 2 ) 

Ca?i you V 

I turn'd a page of Scott’s “ Waterloo/' 

Pooh I pooh 1 

I look’d at W oi ds worth's milk-white “ Rylstone Doe * 
Hillo » 

&c &c &c. 


TO MR. MURRAY (3) 

To hook the reader, you, John Munay, 

Have publish’d £C Anjou’s Margaret,” 

Which won’t be sold off m a huny 
{At least, it has not been as yet) , 

(1) [“ I have been ill with a slow fever, winch at last took to flying, and 
became as quick as need be But, at length, after a week of haft delirium, 

urmng skin, thirst, hot headach, horrible pulsation, and no sleep, by the 
blessing of barley water, and refusing to see my physician, I recovered It 
is an epidemic of the place Here are some versicles, which I made one 
sleepless night ” — JB Letters Venice, March, 1817 J 

(2) [The ** Missionary ” was written by Mr Bowles , “ Ilderim n by Mr 
Gaily Knight , and “ Margaret of Anjou” by Miss Holford ] 

(3) [See Moore’s Notices, ante, Vol III p 3673 

x 2 
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And then, still Tui thei to bew lldei ’em, 

Without lemoise you set up “Ildcjum,” 

So mind you don’t get into debt, 

Because as how, if you should fail, 

These books would be but baddish bail 

And mind you do ?iof lot escape 

These lhymes to Morning Post or Peiry, 

Winch would be 'i e? y ti eachei ous — i ery , 

And get me into such a suape T 
Foi, firstly, I should have to sffli}', 

All m my little boat, against a Galley > 

And, should I chancc«to slay the Assyrian, Taught, 
Have next to combat with the female knight 

March 23 1817 


EPISTLE FROM MR MOREL* TO 
DR FOLIDOIU (0 

Dear Doctoi, I have lead youi play, 

Which is a good one m Rs way, — 

Puiges the eyes and moves the bowels, 

And di cliches liandkei chiefs like towels 

(1) [Fol some particulars rehting to Dr Polulori, and his tragcd>, sec 
at>ii , Vol 1^1 p 27; “ I utxu,” s i>s I ord ron, “ w is mut h more dis- 

gusted with any human produt tion thmwith the eternil nonsense, and 
tracasseries, and, emptiness, and ill humour, ami v imf\ o 1 this joung person , 
hut he Ins some t dent, and is i m m of honour, ind h is dispositions of 
amendment Ihtrtforc use jour interest forjhim, lor he n> improved md 
improvable lou want i ‘ civil and deht itc declension’ for the medic d 
tragedy * Take it ” — Loul B to MP M August 21 1817 2 
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Wifh tears, that, m a flux of gnef, 

Afford hystelical relief 

To shatter’d nerves and quicken’d pulses, 

Which your catastrophe convulses 

I like your moral and. nlachmery , 

Your plot, too, has such scope for scenery , 
Your dialogue is apt and smart , 

The play’s concoction full of ait , 

Your hero rav^s, your heroine cries, 

All stab, and every body dies 
ie short, your tiagedy ^ould be 
The very thing to hear and see 
And for a piece of publication, 

If I decline on this occasion* 

It is not that I am not sensible 
To merits m therr^elves ostensible, 

1 But — and I grieve to speak it — plays 
Are drugs — mete diugs, sir — now-a-days* 

I had a h^avy loss by “ Manuel,” — 

Too lucky if it piove not annual, — 

And Sotheby, with his “ Oi estes,” 

(Which, by the by, the author’s best is,) 

Has lain so very long on hand 
That I despair of all demand 
I ? ve advertised, but see my books, 

Or only watch my shopman’s looks , — 

Still Ivan, Ina, and such lumbei, 

My back- shop glut, my shelves encumber 

There’s By n too, who once did better 5 * 
Hai sent fhe, folded m a letter, 
x 3 
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occasional Pliers 

• • * 

A soit of — it’s no moie a diama 
Than Damley, Ivan, 01 Kelnijiia, 

'So altei’d since last yeai hib pen is, 

I think he’s lost lus wits at Venice 
In shoit, sn, what with ong and t’ othei, 

I daie not venti^e on anothei 
I wiite m haste , excuse each blundei , 

The coaches tlnough the stieet so thunder f 
My ioom ? s so lull — we he (riftoid heie 
Reading MS , with Ilookham Fieie, 
Pronouncing on the nouns and pai tides 
Of some of oui foithcoming Ai tides 

The Quartcily — Wkh, sn, if you 
Had but the genius to icview ! — 

A sniait cntique upon St Helena, 

Or if you only would but tell m a 
Shoit compass what - ~*but, to lesume 
As I was saying, sn, the 100m — 

T*W> loom’s so full of w its and hauls, 

Ci abbes, Campbells, Ci okei s, Fi ei es, and Wai els 
And othei s, neither hauls not wits — 

My humble tenement admits 
All persons m the cli ess of gent , 

Fiom Mr Hammond to Dog Dent 

A party dines with me to-day, 

All clever men, who make their way , 

Crabbe, Malcolm, Hamilton, and Chantrey, 
Are all partakers of my pantiy 
^They’re at this moment m discussion 
On poorJDe Stael’s late dissolution 
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He? book, they say, was m advance — 

Pi ay Heave $, she tell the truth of Prance ! 
Thus run our time and tongues away- — 
But, to return, sir, to your play 
Sorry, sir, but i can not deal, 

Unless ’twere acted by QJNeill 
My hands so full, my head so busy, 

I’m almost dead, and always dizzy , 

And so, with endless truth and hui ry, 

Dear Doctor, I am youis, 

John Murray 


EPISTLE TO ME MUTtRAY* (*) 

My dear Mr M ray, 

You’ie m a damn’d hurry 
To set up this ultimate Canto , ( 1 2 ) 

But (if £hey don’t rob us) 

You’ll see Mr. Hobhouse 

Will bring it safe in his portmanteau 

Por the Journal you hint of, 

As ready to print off, 

No doubt you do right to commend ^t , 
But as yet I have writ off 
The devil a bit of 

Our “ Beppo ” — when copied, I’ll send 

(1) £See ant^dl IV p*76 3 

'2) £TI*j fourth Canto of" Chxlde Harold*” — E ] 

x 4 # 
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Then you Ve * VToui, — 

No great things to be suie, — 

You could hardly begin with a less work , 

For the pompous rascallion, 

Who don’t speak Italian m 

Nor French, must, have scribbled by guess- 
work. 

You can make any loss up 
With “ Spence” and his gossip, 

A work which must surely succeed , 

Then Queen Mary's Epistle-craft, 

With the new “ Fytte”t)f “ Whistlecraft,” 

Mu£t make people purchase and read 

<• 

Then you Ve General Gordon, 

Who girded his sword on, 

To serve with a Muscovitc*master, 

And help him to polish 
A nati so owlish, 

They thought shaving their beai ds 3, disaster 

For the man, “ poor and shrewd,” 

With whom you’d conclude 
A compact without more delay, 

Perhaps some such pen is 
Still extant in Venice , 

But please, sir, to mention your pay 

Venice, January 8 1818. 
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TO MR MURRAY (i) 

Strahan,4 Tonson, Lmtot oPthe times, 
Patron and publisher of rhymes, 

For thee the bard up Pmdus climbs, 

My Murray. 

To thee, with hope and terror dumb, 

The unfledged MS. authors come , 

Thou printest all — and sellest some — 

My Murray 

Upon thy table’s bai^e so green 
The last new Quarterly is seen, — 

But where is thy niw Magazine, 

My Murray? 

Along thy spmg^st bookshelves shine 
The works thou deemest most divine — 
The “ Art of Cookery,” and mine, 

My Munay 

Tours, Travels, Essays, too, I wist, 

And Sermons to thy mill bung grist. 

And then thou hast the “ Navy List,” 

My Murray 

And Heaven forbid I should conclude 
Without “ the Board of Longitude,” 
Although this nariow paper would, 

My Munay I 

Venice, March 25 181$ 
(1) [See Moore’s Notices, ank> VoL IV**p 96] 
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TO THOMAS MOORE (i) 

What die you doing now, 
Oh Thomas Moore p 
What aie yo& doing now, 

Oh Thomas Mo ewe ? 
Sighing 01 suing now, 
Rhyming 01 wooing now, 
Billing 01 cooing now* 
Which, Thomas Mooie? 

But the Carnival’s coming, 
Oh Thomas Moore T 
TTie Carnival’s coming, 

Oh Thomas Mooie T 
Masking and hunn mg, 
Fifing and diummmg, 
Guitaumg and stiunmimg, 
Oh Thomas Mooie f 


EPITAPI' FOR WILLIAM PITT 

With defath doom’d to gi apple 
Beneath this cold slab, he 
Who lied m the Chapel 
Now lies m the AJpbey. 


(1) [Sec Vol III p 319 ante 3* 
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SONNET TO GEOIIGE THE FOURTH, 
on Tirr in pe VL ox loro eowipd Fitzgerald’s forfeiture 


To be the fatndf of the fatliai Uss, 

To stietch the hand/iom the tin one’s height, and 
raise 

Hu> offsptmg, who expned m other days 
T ake thy sire’s 3 way by a kingdom less, — 

This is to be a monaich, and lepress 
into unutterable pi^ise 

Dismiss thy guard, and tiust thee to such traits, 
For who would lift a hand, except to bless ? 

Weie it not eas), sn, and is’t i¥)t sweet 
To make thyself beloved ? and to be 
Omnipotent by mercy means ? foi thus 
•*S?hy so\eieignty would grow but more complete, 
A despot thou, and yet thy people fiee, 

And by thedieart, not band, enslaving us 

Bologna, August 12 1819 (*) 


(L £‘*So the prince has been repealing Lo d Ihtzger aid’s forfeiture® 
I u o un* sont tto ( 1 here, you dog» ' there’s a sonnet for you m, ou won’t 

Juyc suih as tint m a hurry irom 1 itz tt erald You may publish it with 
my name, m’ 5c wool He deserves all praise, bad and good it was a 
■very noble piece ot principality ” — Loid B to Mr Mm i ay H 
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EPIGRAM 

FlWni THE FRENCH Or ^DLHIEFES 

1 

If, for silver oi fo?* gold, 

You could melt ten thousand pimples 
Into half a dozen dimples, 

Then your face we might behold, 

Looking, doubtless, muc?i more snugly , 
Yet even then ’twoukl be d d ugly. 


ON MY WEDDING-D VY 

Here's a happy new yeai^ but with reason 
I beg you'll peimit me to say — 

Wi4h**ne many returns of the season. 

But as few as you please of the clay 


n EPIGRAM 

lN*diggmg up^your bones, Tom Paine, 
Will Cobbett has done well 
You visit him on earth again, 

He'll visit you m hell. * 
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STANZAS 

When a man hath no fiteedom to fight for gt home, 
Let him combat foi that of his neighbours , 

Let him think of the^glones of Gieece and of Rome, 
And get knock'd on the head for his labours, 

to do good to mankind is the chivalrous plan, 

And is always as nobly requited , 

Then battle foi freedom wheiever you can, 

.ffid, if not shot or bang’d, you’ll get knighted. 


EPIGRAM 

The woild is a bundle of hay, 
Mankind are the asses who pull , 
Each tugs it a different way, 

And the gieatest of all is John Bull 


THE IRISH AVAT*AR 
i 

I&gT the daughter of Biunswick is cold m her grave 
And hei ashes still float to their home o’ei the tide, 
Lo 1 Geoige the timnjphant speeds ovei the wave, 
To the long-cheiibli’d isle n*hich he loved like his— 
bride 
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% * * 

IT. 

True, the greaUpf her blight and J>rief era are gonef^ 
The i swnbow -like epoch w hei e 1 1 eedom could pause 
For the few little years, out of centunes won, 

Which betiay’d not, oi ciush’d not, or w ept not her 
cause * 

hi * * 

True, the chains of the Catholic clank o’ei his rags, 
The castle still stands, and the senate's no rnoic, 
And the famine which dwelt on hcrfieedoniless uags 

Is extending its steps to her desolate shore 

# 

__ #v. 

* To her desolate shoie — where the emigrant stands 
Foi a moment fo ga/e eic he files fiom his hearth , 
Tears fall on his chain, though it di ops fiom his hands, 
Foi the dungeon lie quits*Ts the place of his bpth 

v 

But he comes * the Messiah of i oyalfy comes 1 
Like a goodly Leviathan i oil’d from the waves f 
Then icceive him as best sueli an advent becomes, 
With a legion of cooks, and an army of slaves I 

f 

VI 

He comes m the promise and bloom of threescore, 

To perform m the pageant the sovereign^ pait 
But long live the shamrock which shadows him o’er f 
Could the gieen in his hat* be tiansferr’d to his 
heai t* t 



